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Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our  beautifully- 
styled. fine quality 
-measure suits 
skirts for women 
Many husbands sell 
suits to men. their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women 
and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 
tions. 








YOUR OWN SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for 
you to get your own personal 
suits, topcoats, and over- 
coats without paying lc—in 
addition to your big cash 

earnings. Think of it! Not only 
do we start you on the road to 
making big money, but we also 
make it easy for you to get 
your own clothes without pay- 
ing one penny. No wonder 
thousands of men write en- 
thusiastic letters of thanks, 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don't send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 











Men / Send tor This Money: | 
| Making Outfit FREE! 
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See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


#$3Q% 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 
you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
the coupon today! 


STONE-FIELD CORPORATION Dept. P-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 
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ee ee ee ae a 
[| STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. P-964 
}| 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
{ Dear Sir: 

I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
4 AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable 
{| Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
I LUTELY FREE. 
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MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 










ia A BIG STEADY INCOME 
a = |MMEDIATELY! 


| THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can_earn the 


respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 





your help. 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very "ry m 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or Ss Dp ° é g 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- t Ung; Ca Y in t 2: eg 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent he o 1 Dep he Wat J ewe) a 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like .. . infant cases, hos- I Teo Spi ta) °Ptnen, fj Ch fr Urge, 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. Stat, ej Veg _ ~~0, Mp. °f J Tst Da — ny 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as “~E. 4 qj Cen ™y 2 A.M. F pleatn 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid "> Ce Sel dors, 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today orgia " 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, t lte b 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education ®ache Ping 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our fanoy, ?, I t a Sch 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never hag Ss Cou, Cok y So] 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people we ~~y i Cas, Se, Our 

. * Ss 


you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST. 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
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POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17436 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 


esueenanwana dé 
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right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 
NAME 
POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL: SCHC OL OF NURSING ADDRESS____ 
17L36 Audiforium Bldg.,Chicago 5, Ill. ’ i is 
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is 
before 
you! 


Isn't it nice to be the very age you are! 
Young enough to be full of plans. Old 
enough to take advantage of them. 
Wherever you look, you see a series of 
enchanting tomorrows. Your whole life 
is before you. 


May we offer you one bit of advice? 
Don't ever settle for needless discomfort. 
Avoid the too-tight girdle, the shoes 
chat rub, the slip that binds—and don’t 
be tied to sanitary protection that puts 
you into a harness instead of a happy 
frame of mind. Millions of girls have 
found in Tampax internal protection the 
convenience, the comfort, the freedom 
they're looking for. 


Tampax prevents odor from forming. 
Tampax is invisible and unfelt when in 
place. Tampax is readily disposable. 
Tampax is small, dainty, easy to carry, 
easy co insert and change. Can be worn 
in shower or tub. Can be bought at any 
drug or notion counter throughout the 
country. Comes in 3 absorbencies: Regu- 
lar, Super, Junior. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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now used by millions of women 
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envelopes and nN postage. nor of ur 
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FREE Suit for You! 


| | Me Take Only 7 Orders for Quality Made-to-Measure 
Tailoring in 30 Days or Less, Collect and KEEP 


BIG ADVANCE CASH COMMISSION! 


When Suits are Delivered, We'll Send YOU This 
Fine Made-to-Measure Suit ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Nothing to Buy! You Invest NO CASH—ever! 


Why pay money for a suit when you can get one FREE in this easy way! Sim- 
ply show your friends, neighbors, fellow-workers our great line of made- 
to-measure suits and topcoats and take their orders. Most men prefer to 
wear made-to-measure clothing and when they see the more-than-100 high 
quality fabrics and the full-color illustrations of all the up-to-the-minute 
styles—and when they learn the low prices for made-to-measure fit and qual- 
ity—you’ll take orders right and left. At the time you take orders you 
collect and KEEP A BIG, GENEROUS CASH COMMISSION. And by 
taking only 7 orders in 30 days or less, you not only pocket the big 
commissions, but we will send you a suit for yourself of your own 
choice and made to your personal measure—ABSOLUTELY FREE as 
an EXTRA REWARD—when the suits are delivered to your custom- 
ers! Here’s more good news, too... YOU DON’T NEED ANY MONEY 
to get started right away. We send you everything you need to start 
earning good money and FREE SUITS—and it’s all yours FREE! 
SEND NO MONEY, now or ever, to get the valuable Tailoring Outfit 
described below. Just MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


Make up to $30.00 in a Day with this Valuable 
Money-Making SAMPLE CASE 
WHICH IS YOURS ABSOLUTELY FR J 
Here’s What You Get FREE! 

"fare emples nT TOO ewal Zone od ny preuoes axParhce 














samples 
system of taking measures is easy to 
© Big beautiful full-color display ef = fSiiow. You'll find all measuring equip- i? 
all styles ment and simple instructions right in 
the Sample Case. J.C. FIELD & SON, INC., Dept. P-1864 


° Easy measuring instructions and The Case is just jam-packed full of 

equipment more than 100 actual fabrics for suits 

P and top-coats, a big full-color style dis- 

‘ ae ating plans and FREE play of over 50 of the last-minute styles 

in made-to-measure clothing. You can 

UIT as extra reward start at once after those fine cash earn- 
SUIT! 


This handsome _professional-looking ings and your FREE 


| 
| 
| Harrison & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 
| 
| 
| 
Sample Case contains everything you Remember you DON’T SEND A PENNY 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
t 


1 
! 
! 
| 
Please rush FREE the big valuable Sample Case | 
filled with actual fabrics, style display and every- | 
thing I need to start after my first profits and a 
FREE SUIT. | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ry AA earning good money right —now or ever! If you’re over 25 years N 
aan at. You can start out in spare old, this big valuable Tailoring Outfit DIME eee e ee cecececeeeseececserereeccees Age..... 
pon ours—during lunchtime, on week- is yours just for the asking—ABSO- 
w rly after work—and you can earn LUTELY FREE! Make sure you get 
= $30.00 in a day. All over America yours—fill out the coupon at the right AGATORS ...- 2-200 cerrererecscererseccrsessecesseces 
are adding money to their regular —AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 
CPi Sinscadiadiccacctemendesscnauaen ee 


J.C. FIELD & SON, INC. .cA"E FQ" ETBOo STS. 
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ALL IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. 
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$495 
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HI-BROW $695 


The aristocrat of quo 
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@asy adjustment 
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No. 307 ' No. 153 
KING BOP - . . GOLDEN PEARL 


Th - ' 


Goedlooking rimwo 
glasses to give you 
intellectuc! look. Golc 
metal top with wide 

plastic temples. These lorge 
eye size lenses are 

perfect for any man 


Ye 
HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
FR EE $2.98 rt ecaeetaeteteal 
Lord’s Prayer Cross | RSE areas 
Necklace if you send | Glass Color 
money with order. 


i IName............. Meine 
10 DAY FREE Trial 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 





*Reg. U.S. Pat. 


179 Q@ MARKET STREET 
NEWARK 2, N. J. 
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DEARLY 


BE LVED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


Dear MRS. JACKSON: 


I am 24 years old and I have been 
married, I also have a son. My hus 
band deserted us eight years ago which 
left me to support my little boy all alone. 
About six months ago I started receiving 
letters from a fellow stationed in the 
Army. He says he is 23 years old and 
has never been married. About four 
months ago he wrote and said that he 
loved me and wanted to come visit me 
on his next furlough. I have never met 
him and know nothing about him except 
what he puts in his letters. I told him 
about my previous marriage and that | 
had a son, but he says none of my past 
life is important, and won’t make him 
feel any differently towards me. He has 
a photo of me and I have one of him. 
Judging from his letters he is a very 
nice person and I would like very much 
to meet him. Is it wise to have a com- 
plete stranger visiting my home. He told 
me he doesn’t intend to stay at my house, 
but will find lodging elsewhere. I have 
a very good reputation, and I am trying 
with the help of God to rear my son 
in the right manner. I do get very lonely 
for male companionship though. Will 
you please advise me on what I should 
do? Thanking you in advance, 


Mrs. V. Dyes 


Dear Mrs. Dyes: 

There are many who will tell you te 
have absolutely nothing to do with this 
stranger who writes “nice” letters. How- 
ever, if you are curious by nature and 
interested in people, I don’t think it 
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would hurt either one of you to get 
acquainted. Invite him to visit you but 
be sure he understands that you are not 
committing yourself in any way. I doubt 
if the young man is harmful but it would 
be well for you to let a couple of your 
very very close friends know that he is 
coming to visit you. In fact, have them 
on hand when he comes to your house. 
You should know immediately whether 
he is a likeable fellow or not. Be wary 
of declarations of love thrown about 
carelessly. If that is the case, then come 
to your senses and realize that he is after 
only one thing! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have no one else to talk to because 
] wonder how many other people would 
believe my story. Not many, I’m afraid 
and therefore I’m writing to you for | 
feel that you will understand the situa- 
tion even though there is very little | 
can do to correct it. I work in a fairly 
large sized office and my department 
boss is not of one complete sex. I hope 
you understand what I mean because | 
wouldn’t like to state things any clearer. 
It has now reached the stage where I 
am desperately afraid to enter her office 
for instructions. She knows this and 
delights in “bossing” me around and 
making me suffer under humiliating cir- 
cumstances. I need my job and can’t 
afford to quit. I have asked to be trans- 
ferred but that has been refused. Right 
now I am frantic and scared to death. 


Please tell me what to do. 
Sincerely, J. K. N. 


Dear J. K. N.: 

You are dealing with an abnormal in- 
dividual in an abnormal situation. Many 
girls are faced with this problem in 
ofices where the larger proportion of 
the staff are women. They usually solve 
their troubles by changing jobs, and 
that is what I would advise you to do. 
Try to handle the matter as discreetly 
as possible because she will have to give 
you a recommendation whether you 
know it or not. Maintain your individ- 





uality as long as you are there and leave 
as quickly as possible. Unfortunately 
there is very little else you can do to 
get along with this woman, so to save 
your honor and reputation find another 
position. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I’m 28 years old and I’m looking for 





a nice young lady who wants something 
in life other than going out and having 
a good time. I want a woman who is 
willing to work with me no matter how 
hard things may come up before us in 
life. I want a happy home with two 
children and a very true wife. It will 
be all right if she already has two chil- 
dren, but no more than two. Please help 
me any way you can. Thanks very much 
for your kind consideration. 


Yours truly, A. C. B. 


Dear Girls: 

Mr. B. sounds like a very intriguing 
gentleman. He added a PS. to his letter 
informing me that he is 5 feet 11 inches 
tall, has black hair, weighs 175 pounds, 
and tops it all with a snappy trim mus- 
tache. Write! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am in love with a very nice guy, but 
sometime ago he got into trouble. How- 
ever, he is home now but while he was 
away things changed a little. I was liv- 
ing with his mother and she met a man 
and began to treat me differently. You 
see he had tried to make advances 
toward me and when I pushed him 
off he turned to her. Now he tells her 
that I am trying to go with him and 
he doesn’t know what to do. This is a 
vicious man and I wouldn’t be surprised 
at what he might do to get even with me. 
I had been living with my boy friend’s 
mother until he was out of trouble so we 
could be married. Now things have 
changed and I don’t know what to do. 
He won’t be home before another six 
months and already she (his mother) is 
asking me to leave her house. My home 
is over a thousand miles away and I have 
no place to go. Please advise me as to 
what I should do. 

Gratefully, Lauri McCall 


Dear Lauri: 

Get away prospective 
mother-in-law as fast as you can! If you 
honestly intend to marry her son don’t 
let this other man begin a campaign of 
Since she obviously 


from your 


lies against you. 
likes him she will probably be more in- 
clined to believe what he says about you 
especially if she thinks for one moment 
that you are flirting with him in her 
house. For all concerned it would be 
better for you to move to another room 
in that town if possible. Or go home 
until your boy friend is out of his dif- 


ficulty. 











Beauty Editor Tells How 
Doctor’s All-In-One 
Medicated Skin Cream 


KEEPS SKIN LIGHT 
KEEPS SKIN CLEAR 


KEEPS SKIN LOOKING YOUNGER 


BY JESSIE JONES 


Atlanta, Ga.—I've just seen one 
new medicated skin cream 
work beauty marvels three ways 
quick and easy. This new im- 

roved cream is called Dr. 

ED Palmer's Skin Whitener. 
You i! smooth a tiny film 
of Dr ED Palmer’s Skin 
Whitener over your face, neck, 
arms and hands at nig ht. Then go to sleep. 
While you sleep, beowt s the oad rfully nice 
things that happen to your skin . . . 

Skin tends to darken as we get older. Dr. 
FRED Palmer’s Skin Whitener’s safe medica- 
tion gently bleaches this unnatural dark tone 
away. It starts making the skin lighter and 
brighter instantly. And once your skin is as 
light as it can be, occasional treatments will 
keep it a and bright. 

Dr. FRED Palmer’s Skin Whitener cream 
contains special antiseptic medication that 
helps clear away external paay and other 
imperfections. School girls embarrassed by 
the 2 imples of youth will be amazed at Dr. 

Palmer's clearing action. 

“a you older ladies, Dr. FRED Palmer’s 
Skin Whitener counteracts the dryness that 
causes wrinkles, lines around the eyes and 
mouth, makes dry skin feel soft and lovely. 
Ask for Dr. FRED Palmer’s Skin Whitener at 
druggists. Reg. size 30c, largest size 60c. 














© Diesel oe Seeeees Form, factories and 
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a not necessary. Wri 
eine ING POWERin DIFSEL. “Act Today! 
UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 
2621 Sheffield Ave., DCH-14, Chicage 14, I. (Founded 1927) 


Do you feel alone...afraid? 
Now you can have this 
Glorious New ELECTRIC 


PRAYER CANDLE 


to eae you Bivine Comfort and Protection 
Do you long for spiritual oe 





in your own home 
you feel at the glow of Prayer 
church. This new 
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the Saviour to ¥ pwd home, giving 
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ts for years. Fortunately, by 


special arra’ ngement w we can offer these for only $4.98, 

FREE for promptness: With each Electric 
cious Symbol for your Bedside! Shining 

It’s FREE if you send for the Prayer Candle today. 


on our unconditional Money-Back Guarantee. But you 
must act quickly...send for yours today. 

Prayer Candle we will send you one of 

our beautiful Home Altars—another pre- 

in gold and many other colors, the Home Altar makes a 

wonderful companion to your Electric Prayer Candle. 

LIFE STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5203-E. Noroton, Conn. 
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One of the most unique after-divorce friendships exists be. 
tween Lucille Armstrong (upper left), current wife of the 
trumpet king, and Lil Armstrong (lower left), his ex-wife. On 
visit to Paris, Lil happily greeted Louis as he was Shaving. 








Another strong friendship exists between Louis Jordan an 
his ex-wife, Fleecie, who is shown with him in photograph 
above. His current wife is Mrs. Florence Jordan, who watches 
as he blows out candles on cake in their Phoenix, Ariz., home. 
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Can Be FRIENDS 


By Alfred Duckett 
N A SMART EASTERN SUBURBAN 


home, late one night—several years 
ago—a minister performed a unique 
ceremony. With two, tear-choked wit- 
nesses looking on, the clergyman re- 
united in marriage two of America’s 
most noted Negroes who had been di- 
vorced for twenty years. It was a ritual 
more symbolic than actual—for there 
wasn’t even time to procure the proper 
papers to make the marriage legal. There 
wasn’t time because the marriage was 
performed as the bride lay on her death- 
bed. 


Explaining to an intimate friend, the 





husband said: “Even though, in the eyes 
of the law, we had not been man and 
wife for years, we never could and never 
wanted to kill the deep friendship and 
sympathy we had for each other. When 
Ellen (a fictitious name) knew the end 
was coming, she asked that we be re- 
married. We had been so close that, to 
her, this seemed the fitting finale for her 
life.” 

While such melodramatic occurrences 
are very much the exception, it is true 
that in the ranks of divorced persons 
there are many couples who have not 
allowed divorce decrees to stand in the 
way of a continuing, close—and in most 
cases purely platonic—friendly relation- 







































































The most highly publicized post-divorce friendship exists be- 
tween Joe Louis and his ex-wife, now Mrs. Marva Spaulding. 
They are shown during marriage in upper photo, looking 
glum (with lawyers) while discussing divorce. 









ship. 

In some instances, couples who agreed 
to disagree remained friends for the sake 
of their children. In others, they have 
simply faced up to the fact that estab- 
lished marital incompatability does not 
necessarily mean that people, once in 
love, have to hate each other—or even 
lose mutual respect. 

Maintaining a warm friendship after 
man has put asunder folk whom God 
“hath joined,” seems an easy thing when 
the break-up has been calm, scientific 
and unmarred by charges, counter- 
charges, sensational publicity and bad 
feelings. Yet, even some of the husbands 
and wives whose divorces have been set 
to sensational or back- 
grounds have been able to emerge 
friends. One of the nation’s most highly- 
publicized crack-ups was that of Billy 
and June Eckstine. There was anything 
but an air of sweetness and light when 
these two attractive people decided to 
call it quits. The gossip columns made all 
sorts of dark hints about the causes and 
Billy was reported seen with this model 
and that glamor girl long before the 
final decree was handed down. Yet, not 
long after it was all over, June, writing 
an article in Ebony Magazine, admitted: 
“. . . the years ahead seem full, excit- 
ing. I have lots of good friends, among 
whom I number Bill.” 

A classic example of friendship after 


scandalous 














divorce was the relationship between the 
beloved Bill Robinson and his wife 
Fanny, a relationship which continued 
ifter Bojangles re-married and right up 
until the time he died. 

“We remained friends,” Fanny Rob- 
inson says. “I had been mother, sister, 
sweetheart and wife to him. I wound up 
as a good friend. Even after we called it 
quits, Bill came to me with his troubles 
ind problems. He was married again 
so he never came to the house. But, when 


we met on the street or in a shop, we’d 
wap talk and, if something disturbed 
him, I’d advise him.” 

“Big Bo” and “Little Bo” as New 
Yorkers fondly called Bill and Fanny, 


had been married for twenty years. 
Their divorce caused eyebrow-raising 
among the most sophisticated of their 
friends. And it was complicated by an 
antagonism, impossible to cover up, be- 
tween Fanny and the Brooklyn girl, 
Elaine, who became her successor. Yet, 
two years ago, Fannie Robinson stated 
for publication, “I still love this fabulous 
ex-husband of mine.” Neither divorce 
nor death could eradicate that love. 
Frankie Dee, the lovable midget liq- 
uor salesman and ex-performer, can tell 
you about friendships. 
Frankie and Ruby Dee, the actress (now 


post-divorce 


wife of New York playwright-actor Ossie 
Davis) were divorced in 1947 after a 





A marital breakup need net mean 
the end of a friendship. Many ce- 
lebrities have proven that state- 


ment to be true. 

















bitter break-up. Yet, today, Frankie jg 
proud that, although he and Ruby never 
contact each other, there is a friendship 
there which is one of the brightest things 
in both their lives. Although Frankie 
carries terrific responsibilities as a ng. 
tional sales representative for his com. 
pany and is constantly romantically 
linked with some of the nation’s mos 
desirable and beautiful girls, he stil] 
enthusiastically follows Ruby’s career 
and sincerely urges her on in her very 
promising rise in the theatrical world, 
Possibly, he even feels indebted to her, 
For Frankie, small in stature, is a big 
enough person (Continued on Page 51\ 































Much gossip followed breakup of Billy and June Eckstine (.). 
Gossip columnists repeatedly linked his name with that of 
Carolle Drake (above). But June, a beautiful former singer 
has said for publication that Billy remains one of her friends. 


Ih 
story 
ical } 
wante 
and w 

Ik 
beauti 
ple in 

The 
do try 
associ: 
are he 
will h 
someo 

Was 
the toy 


I en 
the Di 
Carme 


featur: 











inkie jg 
Y never 
endship 
t things 
Frankie 
S a na 
iS com. 
tically 
S most 
1e still 
Career 
r very 
world, 
to her, 
a big 
ge 51) 





( L). 
at of 
nger, 
onds. 
























SECRET SHAME 


I have just read “My Secret Shame” in the 
January TAN. It should be a help to all moth- 
ers with a stepfather over teenage girls. 

It isn’t Essie Mae’s fault for what happened 
to he. She wanted her mother to know, but 
her mother wouldn’t let her talk with her and 
she really was afraid of her stepfather. Moth- 
ers should stop and realize that sometimes it’s 
better to hurt others a little rather than to 
hurt them worse later. - 

To Essie Mae, I say: What has happened to 
you isn’t everything. Put your trust in God 
and he will forgive your sins and the past will 
not bother you. 

Dorothia Mannings 
Jayess, Miss. 


BUDDY’S WIFE 
“I Was In Love With My Buddy’s Wife” was 


quite interesting. This story was my favorite, 

but all the stories in the November issue were 

enjoyable. I do believe TAN gets better each 
issue! 

Mary Johnson 

Little Rock, Arkansas 


I’m quite a fan of TAN and consider it one 
of the best among the many magazines of its 


The story in the November issue, “I Loved 
My Buddy’s Wife” was very good and I want 
to congratulate you on doing a very fine job 
and hope that you will continue to keep up 
the good work. 

Jack Eaddy 


Fort Lauderdale, Fla. 
TROPICAL MEN 


I have been waiting a long time to read a 
story similar to this one, “The Lure Of Trop- 
ical Men,” by Paul Meeres, Jr. I’ve always 
wanted to know what made these people tick 
and what’s so special about them. 

I know that they have beautiful hair and 
beautiful bronze skin, but there are some peo- 
ple in America that are just as beautiful. 

They may not be better lovers, but they sure 
do try hard enough. I have friends who have 
associated with them and they tell me that they 
are hard to get along with and are mean and 
will hurt you if they find that you are loving 
someone else. 

Was Paul Meeres talking about his father in 
the topic? If so, he did a good job. 

Janie Samuels 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


I enjoyed Paul Meeres, Jr.’s byline piece in 
the December issue. Also your cover shot of 
Carmen DeLavallade was good. Why not do a 
feature on her in TAN soon? 

Sharran Smith 
Cairo, Illinois 





TAN FAN 


As a constant reader of TAN, I wish to con- 
gratulate you on the fine stories you have pub- 
lished. They are most interesting and my friends 
and I enjoy them tremendously. I also wish to 
thank you for including a Pen Pal column. 
This is really quite nice. 

Roy R. Meikle 


Kingston, Jamaica 


LOUIS’S SECRET 
Your feature in November TAN, “Louis 
Armstrong’s Secret Love” was novel. As he’s 
one of my favorite entertainers, I’m always 
quite anxious to read whatever I can about 
him. 
June Mason 


New York, N. Y. 


LADY WRESTLER 
Well, I must say “A Night With A Lady 
Wrestler” was different, but I liked it! The 
story was interesting and pictures were ex- 
cellent. Keep up the good work. 
Susie Mae Brown 
Atlanta, Ga. 


TAN ALBUM 
I like your new added feature, “TAN Album 
Of Stars.” This is an excellent way to keep 
up with the stars and also collect their pic- 
tures. Thanks. 
Mary Jo Thompson 
Baltimore, Md. 


LIKES °"EM HOT 


As a reader of TAN, I have never found so 
many interesting stories as I have read for the 
month of July, 1955. 

Really and truly, I cannot say which one 
was the best. I get a monthly copy from one 
of the agents, but they are a little late on 
arrival. However, I am looking forward to next 
month for a few more “hot” stories. 

Lennox C. R. Volney 
Curacao, N. A. 


TAN GIVES A LIFT 


I’m a constant reader of TAN as it helps 
me in passing time. I had the misfortune of 
getting into trouble and am now serving time 
in Beard, W.Va. It gets quite lonely here and 
TAN gives me the “lift” I need. 

Johnnie R. Creel 
Beard, W. Va. 


TAN VS. CLASS 


I wish to congratulate you on your splendid 
work with TAN. For many years I have been 
a constant reader and I must confess how 
proud I am over your interesting and realistic 
stories. 

I definitely think they are about the best on 
the newsstand for my money and I can hardly 
wait until they are out on the stand. Keep up 
the good work and I know you will gain a 
thousand or more new readers. 

I am a junior at Southern University and I 
get very confused at times trying to study my 
lessons and wanting to read TAN. 

Wilbert S. Butler, Jr. 
Baton Rouge, La. 


ETIQUETTE, ETC. 


I am a regular reader of TAN and like it 
very much. My favorite features are “Eti- 
quette,” “Teen Talk,” and “Pen Pals.” Con- 
gratulations on publishing such a fine maga- 
zine. 

Mary Nixon 
Atlanta, Georgia 


OKAYS GIRL GRAPPLERS 
TAN ran a story on Miss Ethel Johnson, 
the wrestler a couple of months ago. The 
story was most enjoyable as the fellows and I 
have watched quite a few matches in the Far 
East. We wish Miss Johnson the best of every- 
thing on her way to the top. 
Cpl. Leonard A. Coles 
APO, San Francisco, Calif. 


DIG SOME DIRT 


This is the first time in my life that I’ve 
ever written to a magazine editor, so if I get 
off on the wrong foot,-please blame it on my 
ignorance. 

I like your magazine, TAN. In some ways I 
think it is the most entertaining magazine on 
the newsstands. Certainly it has variety and, 
occasionally, controversial subjects. And the 
art is terrific. 

But—couldn’t you dig a bit more dirt? 

I mean: I buy a lot of magazines to read 
because I have a lot of time on my hands. In 
the past couple of years, the trend has been 
toward the expose-type magazine. You know, 
like Confidential, Hush, Hush, and such. 

Now, I quickly admit that maybe this isn’t 
the best reading in the world. But it’s the 
kind of stuff that entertains me and I'd like to 
read some “behind-the-scenes” stuff on our 
celebrities. 

How about it, Mister Editor? 

Joyce Delayne 
Los Angeles 


FAN IN BERMUDA 


TAN is the most interesting magazine I’ve 
ever read. I just love relaxing while the music 
plays softly and enjoy the stories that you 
publish. 

Unfortunately, I don’t get TAN as often as 
I would like, but whenever I do, I value it. 
I really go for the Pen Pal column and think 
it a wonderful idea. 

Oliva Minors 


Southampton, Bermuda 


A TOUCHING TALE 

“I Want My Baby Back” (Jan. ’56) was 

such a touching story. My heart went out to 

Marie all through the story. I enjoyed all the 

articles in your January issue. Thought “Are 

Cool Cats Crazy?” interesting and something 
a little different. 

Marvis Jenkins 

Memphis, Tenn. 


WANTS MORE DIAHANN 


January’s cover shot of Diahann Carroll was 
terrific! She’s one of my favorite stars and I 
enjoy seeing her pictures about and also read- 
ing about her. Why not do a nice feature in 
TAN on her soon? 

John Jenkins 


Nashville, Tenn. 


“REALIZATION” 

I read the December TAN for the first time. 
Enjoyed it so that I’m now a regular sub- 
scriber. Really like the TAN Album Of Stars 
and Poetry Of Love. There was one poem in 
particular that stood out (“Realization,” by 
Rosemarye Washington) and in the January 
issue I noticed Part 4 of the same poem ap- 
peared. Is it possible to get the first two parts 
of this poem? 

Jimmy Butler 

New Orleans, La. 

(Ed. Note: Several of Miss Washington’s 

poems have been published in TAN and, pre- 

viously, in COPPER. We are mailing copies 
of Parts 1 and 2.) 
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How Illinois Factory Worker 


Turned Spare Time Into Cash! 


L. D. Hinton of Rockford is in the Big Money class 
now. But just a few years ago he was in a tough spot — 
plenty of money worries—and wondered how he could 
get out of the jam. But let’s get the story from him... 
















L.D. THESE PAST DUE BILLS 
SURE ARE PILING UP FAST! 


| SIMPLY HAVE TO 
MAKE MORE MONEY. 
) MAYBE MY BROTHER IN 
bh. DECATUR CAN HELP, 
















\\ SS 

WHY DON'T you TRY 
SELLING LUCKY HEART 
COSMETICS IN YOUR 












SHUCKS, 1 HAD NO 
EXPERIENCE WHEN | 
STARTED. LUCKY HEART 


O.K.ILL GIVE (IT 
ATRY. MAYBE 
































SPARE TIME LIKE povomaecctnersenn dnt 1 CAN MAKE 
NT ME EVERYTHING 9 ENOUGH MONEY 
TO GET OUT OF 


| NEEDED TO THIS JAM! 


























“As a welcomed and respected Lucky Heart 
Representative, | just made friendly calls, 


LOOK HONEY! 
| MADE $20 SINCE 










and took orders for all the exclusive quality ¢ THE PHONE 

Lucky Heart Cosmetics my friends, neigh- mae 2 BY THIS TIME 
bors and relatives need and use in their ‘<7 NEXT MONTH 
homes every day!” ANY CUSTOMERS ALL OUR BILLS 


CALL TODAY ? 









WILL BE pain!) 





















DISPLAY CASE OFFER! 


“Now, we're on Easy Street. Own our 
home, a new car and | make enough 
money to have my family enjoy a 






Better Way of Life. So take a tip from With fine selec- : kc 
me. Become a Lucky Heart Repre- tion of full-size, ! ~ ij 
sentative. Mail the beautifully pack- /, =” a. 
Coupon now for full aged Lucky Heart @ a 
facts and Lucky Cosmetics. , 
\ Heart's FREE Display LUCKY HEART 


Dept. 2C, Memphis 2, Tenn. 

———————— 
LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2c. 

400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 

Yes, I want to turn my spare time into 

cash like L. D. Hinton did. Rush me 


complete information and FREE Dis- 
play Case er. 


Case Offer.” 


LOK TON 











NAME 





ADDRESS. 





CITY. Seer 








PUETRY 


VALENTINE GREETINGS 


By wish red lamp and wistful door 

I’ve sorted warmth and shine 

From all the dear and wondrous 
things 

That make a Valentine— 


No prosy bow and arrow, 

Dull birds of paper blue— 

(Such things as this could never 
make 

My Valentine for you.) 


No candy ribbon laces, 

White dove or satin star .. . 
Just lovely lovely singings 
Where words of longing. 


All Valentines have fluffbeams, 
A sugar white white linnet . . . 
But yours is different, darling— 
It has my heart tucked in it. 


LOVE 


Love is something sacred ; 
Something that lives 
And never dies. 


It doesn’t matter who or 
What you are; 

You, too, can share 
This heavenly star. 


The only thing that matters is: 
How sincere you are. 
—Lorraine Johnson 


I NEVER TOLD YOU 


I never told you that I loved you. 
I was afraid to let you know; 
With that fear I hurt you, darling, 
And like a fool I let you go. 


The time you told me that you 
loved me, 

I only smiled and let it pass. 

I took a sacred thing for granted; 

That way it couldn’t last. 


No, I never told you that I need 
you. 

I never whispered one love vow. 

Now I’m alone, so alone without 
you. 












Ci 














OF LOVE 


Come back and let me tell you now. 


—Thelma Shelton 


we 


or 


REALIZATION 


Oh yes, I know 

You reject my love— 

I am not so gullible 

Or naive 

That I fail to sense 

er Your withdrawal 

At my embrace. 

Yet hope is not dead— 
For someday I may be able 
To inveigle you 

Or coerce you 

Or entreat you 

To love me— 

As I love you. 


US 


You can never know how much 
—~ I love you 
My darling. 


Yet I must hide my love 

Under a veneer of casual 
laughter— 

When I only want to hold you— 

Ki — 

sonnet LIGHTER SKIN LEADS THE WAY 

And know that you return TO BRIGHTER EVENINGS! 

The intensity of the love I bestow 

So freely upon you. 





Have you ever noticed that all the inine voices say, ‘‘What a lucky girl 


nicest things happen to girls with —to have such a complexion!” 

It is difficult to be casual light, lovely and clear mploxions? NADINOLA works so surely, that 
. But wishing won’t lighten and s 

When I’m near you, beloved. brighten your skin—NADINOLA results are guaranteed from just one 
It is hard to pretend Bleaching Cream will! jar. Let its famous action lighten 
That I love —iust a littl your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
yoe—7ee oes Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- make your skin feel softer and 
When my whole being is suffused ing Cream will prove to you what smoother, as it makes you look 
with desire millions have long known about the younger and lovelier. There are two 
At the sight of you. clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. kinds of NADINOLA—one for oily 
Not desire of the flesh— Get NADINOLA today at your drug skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
9 Dis ns dintien te bh , h or toilet counter. See how it gives have the same fast bleaching and 
F € to know you re wholly your skin a lighter, brighter, health- clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
mine ier appearance. Feel the thrill of to satisfy you completely, or your 
As I am yours. knowing you look your best, as money back. Get NADINOLA right 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


I have never loved— 
As I love you— 
My heart. 


FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 


skin and lessens shine at 


the same time. Two sizes, 
| As God made the trees, 75c and $1.25 BLEACHING CREAM 





The birds, the bees, FOR DRY SKIN Just one jar of Nadinola 

igi , of ° 7 
So he made me wnat gina oer amour will make your complexion 
Unquestionably yours. tenn tees lighter, brighter and lovelier. 





—By Rosemarye B. Washington 
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A Family Favorite 









BY 


CLABBER 
GIRL 


Here’s a new addition to your fa- 
vorite recipe file. Based on the new 
all-purpose oil cake, it’s flavor-fresh 
with that popular tropical fruit, the 
banana, quick to make, with prize 
winning velvety texture due in part 
to Clabber Girl Baking Powder. 


_| Pavey Fry...\, 











BANANA CAKE 
Yield: 2 9-inch layers 
234 cups sifted cake % cup all-purpose oil 


flour 1% cups mashed ripe 
2% teaspoons bananas 

Clabber Girl 4% cup milk 

Baking Powder 2 


BBS 
1 teaspoon salt 1% cups sugar 
Sift together flour, Baking Powder, and 
salt. Add oil, bananas, and milk. Beat 
until the mixture forms a very stiff bat- 
ter. In a separate bowl, beat eggs until 
thick and foamy. Gradually add sugar 
and beat until very well blended. Fold 
egg-sugar mixture into first batter. Pour 
into 2 greased and floured 9 x 14-inch 
round layer cake pans. Bake in a 375° 
F. (moderate) oven about 30 minutes. 
Cool before frosting with Seven Minute 
Frosting and walnut meats. 





Remember, it's the fresh ingre- 
dients in your home-baked recipe 
that make things taste better; 
stay fresh longer! 





is now Exclusively Known as the 
Baking Powder with the Balanced 
Double Action. 

HULMAN AND CO., TERRE HAUTE, IND. 








By Margo Hughes 


NE OF BANDLEADER TOMMY DORSEY’S greatest ambitions is to sit in 
and play with the Count Basie band. Recently he gifted the trombone section 
with $400 gold trombones, simply because he digs the Basie crew the most. 


Lionel Hampton didn’t show for the New York Premier of “The 
Benny Goodman Story” because he was dissatisfied with the treat- 
ment of the story and the use of his music in the film. Most of 
Hamp’s sessions were left on the cutting room floor. 


Jazz Trumpeter Miles Davis is a real boxing bug. He keeps in condition by 
shadow boxing and carries a punching bag wherever he travels. His New York 
apartment has one room complete with gymnastic equipment. 





Hazel Scott 


Sugar Ray Robinson 


They’re saying that the unpredictable Sugar Ray has suddenly dis- 
covered religion and aspires to be an evangelist like Billy Graham. 
He was converted by the Rev. Russell Roberts who also served as 
sparring partner for the Champ. The Sugar has other aspirations, 
too. He’s added a well-known drama coach to his regular entourage 
so that if and when Hollywood decides to film his life story he'll 














play himeelf. 


Beau Jack, former lightweight champion of the world, is now official shoe shine 
boy for President Eisenhower when the Chief Executive is in Georgia. The Beau, 
whose home is Augusta, has gone from shine boy to champion through a fortune, 
and back to shine boy all within 34 years. 





Signs of the changing times: Floyd Patterson is taking elocution. 
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lessons so’s he can express Got Relief from Burning, Itching Sting of 


himself as well outside the 
ropes as in when he gets to be 
heavyweight champion. 






















Billy Eckstine is dancing. He’s added 
a soft shoe bit to his singing routine, and 


an imitation of Sammy Davis, Jr. yet. ‘““My job is in a machine shop. Eczema 


broke out on my hands making them 
itch and sting. A friend of mine in the 
shop told me to try Black and White 
Ointment. The itchy, stinging misery 
was relieved so quick that now I keep 
Black and White Ointment with me, 
ready to use any time I need it.” 


Jazz pianist Hazel Scott has 
gone Continental. Aside from 
sit in pounding the 88’s her act now 
ection includes singing . . . in French 
... and a sexy dance which 
requires unzipping her Pari- 


he sian gowns from the hips William Gary 
t- 
re ieee Detroit, Mich. 





Disc jockey, Phil Gordon, the original 







“Dr. Jive,” has given up the nite life 0 
mn by scene and is now top make-up artist for ver 
York Carmen Murphy’s House of Beauty. Thousands praise famous Black and White 51 






Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm, tetter. Trial size 15¢. 
Regular size still only 25¢ and you get 44% 
times as much in the large 75¢ size! Save— 
buy the large economy sizes. Cleanse skin 
daily with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 
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Of HOLLYWOOD 


3¢461 TEMPTRESS 
Long, lean lovely rayon 
acetate taffeta sheath with 
pencil-slimming satin stripes 
flowing with every curve; 
on ary! _— straps; 
— 

= 
+ Black 













, —— 
Beau Jack You, too, can enjoy the benefits of a hich school 
education to further your business, educational or 
social career. Now you can get your diploma at 
home! No classes to attend. You need just a few 
r CF hours a week—in your spare time—to finish high 
y Ray Moore, Baltimore’s fa- school the easy Wayne way i 
, : SET YOUR OWN PACE...LEARN EASILY! _ 
5 vorite MC and once straight- y nln nena 
ou get thorough, individual instruction. Voca- Rayon faille.. 
" man for such famed comedians tional and academic subjects; standard texts fur- = multi-stripe 
° nished. Full credit for previous schooling. Pre 
a Dusty Fletcher, P 1g Meat for college entrance examinations. Send pe se Seed taban outils. 
| Markham and Spider Bruce, today for FREE Catalog HAS-56. This mate to the dress 


is now working for 20th Cen- WAYNE SCHOOL, 2527 Shetfield Ave. Chieage 14, Ml. | {oct Sine 10 te 18, $1Q98 

























tury Fox Film Corp. He’s : 1 

; ry P MAIL NOW FOR CATALOG theoderaky 0 © Comme ove. cars] 
une elevator operator at the execu- WATHE SCHOOL. — o., & Hollyweed 28, Calif. 3823 
“au, tive offices in New York City. a Please send me FREE High School Catalog with fall ne ee ee eee : 
re ten about Wayne training. C0 | enctose payment O; ae C.0.D. (No C.0.D. ‘ 

ine, thout $1.00 deposit.) 
' 
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City. Zone A 


The Count of Basie was a recent guest 
professor at New York’s New School for 
. Social Re- (Continued on Page 81) 
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HAIR STOP... 


“holy OOOR 
SNOW CREAM 


Truly magical! Rub this amazing new 
SNOW CREAM lightly into your hair, 
and the Hexachlorophene destroys bac- 
teria which cause perspiration odor! 
REGULAR PRICE 
$1 LARGE JAR 
ABOUT 40 
APPLICATIONS 


SPECIAL 
INTRODUCTORY 
PRICE 





Soni 


na ~ en ‘ 
*kacHLoROPHE" 





plus tax 


Ai Better Druggists 
Everywhere 
If not available at your druggist, write 
KONGO CHEMICAL CO. INC. 
204 WEST 124TH ST. © NEW YORK, WV. Y. 
Gentlemen: Enclosed find itt of $1.10 (79c for 
jar, 8c tax, 23¢ packing and postage) for which please 
ship postpaid ONE JAR SNOW CREAM to: 





NAME 





POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATIO Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
| CROWN MUSIC CO., 1478-M, Broadway, New York 36, W. Y. 











FOR THE 


WOMAN 
WHO 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor’s Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman new gets her own special days when she will 
be most likely to eqeome progsent— tha "3 won- 
derfal invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (which is a purse-size automatic i r) quickly 
o— ou Mg et goer days when youeromsess Naty 
Most important—these s days of 
a 4 are the only days when you will e most ‘ikely ly to con- 
coiveachild. And you get these le days of yours 
easily and ame when you use AD is-A-GUIDE. Boxe Best of all 
Doctors the Chureh — and recom 
ADV iS A-GUIDE yee any women have told me their 
AD VIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy -=. Pn can do as ns gg Ly poy get 
t with 3 back gu Just send me your 
name and address with 25¢ in coins or stamps. When postman 
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TEEN 
TALK 


HAT DO YOU DO with your free 
time? 

Do you waste it or do you get the most 

enjoyment and satisfaction from your 





leisure hours? 

The constructive use of leisure time is 
important. It helps to give you a relaxed 
feeling of accomplishment even though 
you aren’t actually working or studying. 
Recreational activities promote a sense 
of well-being in all of us. -It is during 
this leisure time—the extra hours you 
have to “goof off’—that you have the 
best chance to do exactly what you want 
to. 

It’s the time to express strong emo- 
tions that have been withheld through 
various kinds of activities, to overcome 
a sense of inadequacy, to create useful 
and beautiful things and to soak up in- 
formation about events and people. Af- 
terwards, having had your little “fling,” 
it’s always easier to return refreshed to 
the demanding and often frustrating life 
of 1956. 

Whether you realize it or not, today 
you are setting the patterns of work and 
play that will guide your whole adult life. 
Just as you are preparing for your future 
job through your studies, it is important 
to prepare for your future recreational 
needs through your leisure activities. 
Now is your chance to start achieving 
real security as a well-adjusted and well- 
rounded person. Your interests, goals, 
the use of your free time, your ability to 
finish one job and turn to another, your 
understanding of your needs, all these 
things determine whether your life will 
be a full one or merely a dreary, work- 
worn routine. 

There is a difference between leisure 
and recreation. Leisure is merely free 
time. It can be spent telephoning, gos- 
siping, or simply loafing. Recreation is 
something else. It’s the constructive way 
in which people use their leisure. Hob- 





bies, sports, handicrafts and other forms 








By Jane Walters 


of amusement come under the heading of 
recreation. And they usually provide 
satisfactory ways for a person to renew 
the energy spent in routine activities. . 

Recreation has many faces and varies 
greatly with each individual personality. 
Every person has a different attitude 
toward leisure and what it means to him, 
and each of you will fill your leisure 
hours with activities that please you. 

You’ve probably heard the phrase, 
“Busman’s Holiday.” It’s the tale of a 
driver, tired and worn by hundreds of 
questions and miles of road, who looks 
longingly toward his day off. When the 
time comes, what does he do? He eats 
his breakfast and goes for a ride in his 
bus! 

Many teen-agers are typically busmen 

. who have never learned to “let-up” 
from the day’s routine, or they exchange 
valuable hours for wasting time and let- 
ting it dwindle through their fingers. 
Well-used leisure, like a good tonic, 
affects every aspect of your life, because 
it answers your many physical, social 
and emotional needs. 

In choosing an activity for leisure 
time, it is important to think about your 
physical welfare. Will this activity allow 
you to get some of the exercise you need 
so much in growing up? Recreation can 
do a lot for your body, particularly if 
some of your chosen activities fall in the 
field of sports. An athletic hobby goesa 
long way toward making an individual 
proficient in that skill, and it also offers 
a wonderful release from tension. 

Your social needs are important, too. 
Ask yourself a few questions: Am I capa 
ble of leading peopie?” Do I work and 
play fairly? Can I take criticism grace 
fully? Mature persons say “yes” to most 
of these queries, for they have learned 
tolerance, give-and-take, compromise, 
and leadership through group associ 
tion. These skills are of great importance 


to you now (Continued on Page 79) 
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I’m a Jamaican girl who is an ardent reader 
of TAN and would like to correspond with new 
friends in the United States and elsewhere. I 
am 18 years old, 5/5” tall, of a brown com- 
plexion, blue eyes and long black curly hair. 
1 will reply to all letters from boys and girls 
between the ages of 18 and 21. 

[ love dancing, singing, reading, commercial 
work and all outdoor sports. 

Erma Black 


Sommers Town 
Port Antonio P. O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


Would like to hear from Pen Pals all over 
the world. Age does not matter as I’m a patient 
in the hospital and very lonely. I’m light 
brown in complexion, brown eyes, black hair, 
age 24. My hobbies are reading and writing. 


Will exchange photos. 
Ethel Mae Jordan 
P. O. Box 123 
Alexander, Ark. 


I’m most interested in becoming a member 
of your Pen Pal Club. I’m 15 years old, brown 
complexion and dark brown eyes. 

I like all sports and my hobbies are dancing, 
skating, movies. I would like to correspond 
with kids from the United States, Mexico, 
Cuba and Puerto Rico. I will exchange photas 
and answer all letters. 

Betty Anderson 
2237 Franklin Avenue 
Cleveland 13, Ohio 


Would like to be included in the Pen Pal 
section. I am 17, 5’1”. Would like for Pen Pals 
to be in age bracket of 17-20. Will exchange 


pictures on request. 
Betty J. Williams 
1922 Xavier Street 
Corpus Christi, Tex. 


I would like to correspond with boys in the 
service from ages 18-23. I am 17 years old, 
5” and weigh 115 lbs. 

Anne Gwyn 
Route 1, Box 53 
Roaring River, N. C. 


I'm a Negro, 24 years old and considered 
rather nice looking. I’m desirous of correspond- 
ing with an Italian or German girl between 


the ages of 18-24, 
John Banks 
5211 Whetsel Avenue 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


I’m 21 years old and interested in boxing, 
music and movies. I would like to correspond 
with men and women under 25. All corre- 
spoadence will be answered. 

Heyck Kobe 


8164 Westcliff 
Orlando West, 0.W.I. 
Johannesburg, South Africa 


\ Negro girl, 16 years old, would like very 
much to correspond with girls and boys be- 


tween the ages of 17-22. 
Lennie M. Nobles 
1404 D. Cotton St. 
Austin 2, Texas 


| enjoy reading your TAN. I read it every 
month. | am looking for my children’s father 


1S 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


(Ralph Anthony Chenier). He was last living 
in Los Angeles, Calif. He is fair skinned, about 
5’8” with black wavy hair and blue eyes. 

The children need his help. He doesn’t know 
it because his people won’t tell him or give me 
his address or phone number. I am at my end 
now. He is a carpenter by trade and his ad- 
dress at one time was 1022 W. 130th St., Gar- 
dena, Calif. 

Please help me! 

Madella Martin 
580 W. Garfield St. 
Baton Rouge, La. 


Would like very much to correspond with 
Pen Pals in the Latin countries. Preferably 
Cuba, Dominican Republic or Puerto Rico. 
Girls between the ages of 15 and 18. I wish 
to express my feelings toward Latin Americans 
as feelings of warmth, sincerity and an urge 
to communicate. 

Jacqueline McLaurin 
6437 Emlen Street 
Philadelphia 19, Pa. 


Pen Pals wanted! Am 37 years old, single, 
quite lonely and without family. Got into trou- 


ble and am now serving time. 
Johnny R. Creel 


Denman Sanatarium 


Beard, W. Va. 


I would like very much to correspond with 
nice young ladies between the ages of 18-23. 
I am 21 years old, 5’11” tall and weigh 169 lbs. 
All letters will be answered. 

A/2C Willie Holly 
6621st Mat. Sqdn. 
A. P. 0. 121 

Box 325 

New York, N. Y. 


I’m a constant reader of TAN and I think 
it’s a wonderful magazine. | will-be very grate- 
ful for any assistance you can give me in cor- 
responding with young men from 18-21. I’m 16 
years of age, 5’4”, 124 lbs., medium brown and 
brown eyes. My hobbies are dancing and mu- 
sic. I will gladly answer all letters and ex- 


change photos. 
Mildred Fuster 
28 Globe Street 
West Springfield, Mass. 


I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls in the U. S. and other countries from the 
ages of 16-20. All correspondence will be an- 
swered. 

Gloria Thomas 
1112 Garden Street 
Cincinnati 14, Ohio 


I’m an Airman stationed here in Greenland. 
I’m quite lonesome, to say the least. I’m 21, 
6'1” and weigh 180 pounds. I would like to cor- 
respond with only girls between the ages of 
17-21. My hobbies are football, basketball and 
above all, skating. I promise to answer all 


letters. 
A/3C Eddie Hearndon 
AF 16-489-254 
6621 AB Sqdn., Box 175 
APO 121 
New York, N. Y. 


I have read quite a number of your maga. 
zines and I find it very interesting to read them, 
I have always liked to correspond with Ne. 
groes, but it’s so hard to contact them. I find 
that there is a way after all—thru your book. 
Will you please include my name as one want. 
ing Pen Pals. My age is 20. 

George Retnam 
40 Race Course Road 
Singapore 8, Malaya 


I have read TAN and think it is an excellent 
magazine. I especially was interested in the 
Pen Pals section. I would appreciate it if you 
would put my name in the next issue. 

I am one of the top students in school. | 
enjoy reading, dancing and music. I am 14 
years of age and play the violin. I would espe. 
cially like to correspond with people of coun- 
tries foreign to the United States. 

Lawrence Gee 
1419 N. Lincoln 
Russell, Kan. 


I am a Liberian who is very interested in 
Universal Brotherhood. I’m interested also in 
exchanging letters with Negro girls in the 
United States and also Jamaican girls between 
the ages of 18-20. My interests are: friendly 
correspondence and Religious matter. My age 
is 22, 5’314”, 145 lbs., bright complexion, brown 
eyes and black hair. I promise to reply to all 
letters received without delay. If possible, | 
would like to receive a picture with each letter 
I receive. 

Albert D. Mulbah 
Duside Hospital 
Harbel, Liberia, W. Africa 


My friend and I would like to correspond 
with boys and girls. I am a Negro 18 years old 
and live in the Republic of Panama. I speak 
English and Spanish. My friend, Duncan Wil- 
liams also speaks English and Spanish. 

Oliver Anderson 
General Delivery 
Cristobal P. 0. 

Canal Zone 

Duncan Williams, Jr. 
Box 1% 

Cristobal, Canal Zone 


I am a soldier of the Jamaica Regiment and 
am stationed in Jamaica, B. W. I. I am 19 
years old, have light brown complexion. | 
would like to correspond with girls between 
the age of 17-23. I will answer all letters and 
gladly exchange photos. 

Pfc. Williams, R. M. 
Jamaica Regiment 
Palisadoes Camp 
Kingston P. 0. 
Jamaica, B. W. |. 


I would like to get in touch with some of 
the boys that were in the 85th CWS Company 
in France and Germany in 1945 and 1946. 

Louis L. Brewer 
5000 Cornell 21. B. 
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James Goodrich 


ON SHIRLEY is one of two young 

piano stylists exhibiting great im- 
aginative talents on recordings today. 
The other is Ahmad Jamal (Parrot). 

Shirley, a 28-year-old, classical-trained 
musician, records for Cadence. The disk- 
ery introduced the Catholic University 
graduate to record fans a few months 
ago in an album labeled “Tonal Expres- 
sion, Volume I,” which brilliantly show- 
cased a new approach to playing jazz 
and popular material on the keyboard. 
Once the album hit disc counters across 
the U. S., fans started taking serious note 
of Shirley and his style became well 
known throughout jazz circles. 

Shirley’s music is dynamic, different. 
Played inspiringly as a combination of 
popular and classical forms, it has an 
alive sound to the ear and is refreshing 
to listen to always. It is the kind of 
music that stimulates people to keep com- 
ing back for more. 

Don perhaps is at his greatest in weav- 
ing classical forms over basic pop 
themes. One moment he can be playing 
something classic like a fugue figure, 
then the next instance segue gracefully 


into a swinging jazz chorus without los- 
ing his audience. It is a neat trick and 
Shirley finds that it generally goes over 






big with fans. 

Being a popular pianist who plays 
around with the classics, Shirley makes 
for controversy in his field. Some jazz 
purists argue that he is “too high brow” 
to get over his message to their crowd. 
Yet conversely, others in the vernacular 
declare he says more for them in his 
music than many of the pianists who are 
out and out jazz performers. 

Don is not a jazzman strictly. Rather 
he is a performer who plays some jazz 
in his repertoire, while featuring mostly 
popular material. 

Listening to Shirley at first, one gets 
the idea he ventures “too far out” classi- 
cally from the pop theme he sets out 
originally to play. But after hearing him 
perform on a series of numbers, it be- 
comes apparent that he is not actually 
overdoing his style of playing. He sim- 
ply appears to be going “way out” be- 
cause he aims to extend the jazz form 
and to devise more intriguing methods 
of improvising. Thus, when not listened 
to thoroughly, his playing can be easily 
misinterpreted. 

While Shirley is not an easy pianist to 
fathom, Cadence does not appear both- 
ered by what that will do to his record 
sales and is (Continued on Page 80) 
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By DAN BURLEY 


F YOU WANT to make some side 
money and a lot of it, write a hit blues 
song and find somebody to record it. 

You don’t have to be a professional 
songwriter to do this; neither do you 
have to be especially talented musically 
or gifted as a poet. But you do have to 
be equipped with what might be called 
an “analyzing ear,” an aptitude for 
catching the hang of something that 
might in the beginning be very unfamil- 
iar to you. Above all, you must have 
the ability to tell a story. 

Thus equipped, you can move forward 
as a blue writer even though you are a 
housewife, a bus driver, an insurance 
man, a typist, receptionist, doctor, ele- 
vator operator, clerk or a dishwasher. 
Plenty of these folk have made a quick 
buck on the side writing a blues song 
that clicked on records. 

Blues writing isn’t hard, either. All 
you have to do is get about five eight-to- 
the-bar verses or stanzas together about 
a wayward lover man, a “mistreating 
mama,” or heartache situations involv 
ing money, whiskey, showy automobiles, 
rejected love, a yearning to return or to 


go somewhere, and you have the rudi- 
ment of what will make up your song 
plot. 

While such a plot must hang together, 
have a “story line,” a beginning, middle 
and end all well-defined, it is a bit differ- 
ent from those in the popular songs you 
heard in the movie sound tracks or on 
the Perry Como television show. Here, 
their rhyming of “June” and “moon” 
with “soon” or “tune” undergoes a 
change. Your typical money rhyme is 
now found to be “money” and “honey,” 
“mail” and “bail.” Your subject matter 
is more elemental and the blues pattern 
permits you more latitude. 

That is why your rhymes don’t have 
to be accurate in correspondence; they 
are also not rigidly required te scan. 
Instead, everything depends upon the 
story you have to tell and the way you 
tell it. More important in this respect, is 
how it relates to real, every-day life; the 
novelty of your approach, and, above 
all, the degree of reality with which you 
cloak your “message,” for this will be 
the clue to whether you have a potential 
blues hit on your hands. 
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This reality is what makes the blues. 
It is the backbone of this peculiar branch 
of songwriting which today is one of the 
biggest divisions of popular music. In 
fact, it has been of top importance ever 
since big, buxom Mamie Smith, singing 
the “Crazy Blues” on the old Okeh label, 
became the first blues queen back in 
1922. From her recordings and theater 
tours she made so much money that she 
had a private car furnished with a gold- 
plated piano and other luxuries to haul 
her about the country. Her home in Har- 
lem had gold-plated pianos on all three 
floors, and she had rugs scattered about 
over this veritable palace “thick as mat- 
tresses.” Altogether, it has been esti- 
mated, the musical empire built on the 
blues has seen over ten billion dollars 
earned, spent, thrown away or hoarded 
in this most amazing industry. 

But all that is another story. We’re 
gumshoeing around here tracking down 
the way to write a blues lyric. The sim- 
plest way I can define the blues is, 
“Blues ain’t nothin’ but a po’ gal 

feelin’ bad; 
“Blues ain’t (Continued on Page 76) 




















a TERMS OF TALENT, few jazz mu- 

sicians can surpass Hampton Hawes, 
the West Coast lad who plays a rollick- 
ing, yet strictly modern, piano. 

But in terms of fame, Hamp has just 
begun to move—on the strength of his 
fine recordings. 

Musicians, of course, have long been 
familiar with Hawes. In 1951, when he 
was only 22, Hawes attracted profession- 
al attention while playing a concert in 
Pasadena. This performance led to sev- 
eral proving-ground stints with impor- 
tant West Coast band leaders. By 1953, 
he had earned the “definite comer” label 
from Los Angeles moderns. 

Hawes’ rise toward fame and fortune 
was temporarily halted by a call from 
Uncle Sam. But on his return from two 
years service with the Army, Hawes 
formed his own trio and was booked into 
an important Los Angeles jazz house, the 
Haig. 

It was from the Haig that Hawes 
really began to move. 

The son of a Presbyterian minister, 
Hamp began taking clarinet lessons in 
grammar school when he was only nine 
years old. But even at that early age he 
felt an urge to create. He decided that 
the clarinet was a limited instrument, 
turned to the piano, which fascinated 
him. He played his first professional job 
at the age of 16. 

Although Hamp’s first knowledge of 
jazz came from recordings and in-person 
appearances of Count Basie’s great old 
band, he never has played anything ex- 
cept modern jazz. He also has been 
partial to the trio, preferring either a 
lead or sideman’s job in the small unit 
to perform with a full-sized band. 


the Hampton 










































Gaunt of features, slight of build. 
handsome and married, Hampton Hawes 
has a sincere feeling about his music, 
and definite, lucid opinions about the 
role a modern jazz musician should fill. 

He believes that music must come 
from the heart and: 

“Being a musician isn’t like working 
in a factory, tightening nuts and punch- 
ing the time clock, waiting only for the 
weekly pay check. A musician has to 
have his soul in his music and have the 
desire to create. 

“It’s hard for a musician to play what 
he wants to play and yet please the pub- 
lic,” Hamp continues. “You have to give 
a little all the time. Hit a happy medium. 
Play as close as possible to how you 
want to play and still please the public.” 

From whence comes his feeling and 
creative talent? Hawes believes much of 
it comes from his early listening to his 
father’s church choir. 

“When I was quite little,” he has said, 
“I would listen to the spirituals they 
sang. The harmonies were so close to the 
blues. I remember that when I got home, 
I tried to pick out the same sounds on 
the piano and imitate my sister (a Los 
Angeles music teacher) as best I could. 
I guess I wanted to play piano real bad.” 

Hamp, who began playing profession 
ally while still a schoolboy, lists Bud 
Powell and Oscar Peterson as his favor 
ite pianists. Of the former he has said: 

“I consider Bud to be the greatest 
modern piano man I’ve heard. He 
phrases about the best of all. And he 
was the first pianist I ever heard playing 
modern. There are some things on his 
records I don’t like, however—he’s er 
ratic very often, (Continued on Page 80) 
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Hawes Story 





In @ moment of relaxation, Hampton Hawes (2nd from left) talks shop with his wife, Los Angeles school teacher Jackie Hawes, 
his drummer, Chuck Thompson (2nd from right), and his bassist, Red Mitchell. Hawes plays modern jazz that always swings hard. 
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A'S LONG as I can remember I’ve 
played second string to my adopted 
sister June. Although June was not a 
blood relative, we were of the same age, 
f similar physical structure and looked 
like. Many of our friends called us 
ins—they playfully called us “the day 
id night twins” because June was 
verything I wasn’t. Where June was a 
ivacious, fun-loving extrovert, I was her 


absolute counterpart—studious conserva- 
tive, with a tendency toward introver- 
sion. 

We were running true to this mold 
the night June met Ted Strong and I was 
completely enchanted by his roommate 
Jim Steele at a college frat house party. 

As usual, June was the life of the 
party—bubbling all over the place, sing- 
ing, dancing, laughing and, incidentally, 


practically sweeping quiet, erudite Ted 
Strong off his feet. Ted was a strong, 
silent type—with a disarming, unassum. 
ing attitude that belied the fact that he 
was one of the most popular men on the 
campus at State University, a man that 
men would follow and women would 
secretly long for. 

Like June and myself, Ted and Jim 
were a study in paradoxes—opposites 


| MARRIED MY 


“1 didn’t mean to hurt you, sweetheart,” he said. 
“1 didn’t want to scare you to death. I just 
wanted you to know how much I love you.” 
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Janie always had been a mother to her sister, June. 





Even after 


June married Ted and had Teddy, Jr., that went on. It seemed nat- 


ural somehow when Ted realized Janie was more his wife than the 


girl he’d married. 


SISTER'S HUSBAND 


that, true to the scientific fact, somehow 
always seemed to attract. Jim was a big, 
blustery, flamboyant, man-about-the-cam- 
pus type, with curly black hair, arresting 
eyes and an ever-ready smile—a smile 
that I was weak for from the first time I 
laid eyes on him. He looked like a big, 
happy-go-lucky kid who was far from 
home and needed guidance—and there 
was something deep within me that made 
me want to guide him, some inexplain- 
able feeling that I had never before 
experienced. 

I was standing by a punch bowl when 
Jim actually came into my life. The air 
of the frat house was permeated with 
soft, danceable music and an occasional 
couple could be seen gliding past the 
open doorway to the living room, which 








lad been cleared of furniture for danc- 











‘The party was young and things were 
ging a bit when I walked from the 








ing room into the dining room, which 


































































































had been cleared except for a large buffet 
and a long table down the center of the 
room richly laden with fancily-prepared 
hors d’ouvres and a glistening center- 
piece carved from ice in the form of a 
swan. 

I stopped to admire the magnificence 
of the sculpturing and drink in the beau- 
ty of the scene as the moving filters on 
the spotlights periodically changed the 
piece to various rainbow hues. 

Thus was I engrossed when I felt a 
firm hand at my elbow and heard a soft 
voice say: 

“Pardon me, but may I have this 
dance.” 

I turned fast, surprised that anyone 
was so close. 

“Oh, no thanks,” I stammered, “I just 
left the dance floor to come in here and 
look around. However,” I added, parry- 
ing for some excuse, “we must dance 
when I return to the living room.” 

I looked into his eyes, which had a 
twinkle of mischief and a touch of seri- 
ousness in them at the same time. I could 
tell by the set of his mouth that he wasn’t 
thinking of giving in. And I knew from 
the warm feeling I felt within me that I 
couldn’t persist against his wishes too 
long. 

“But we don’t have to go into the liv- 
ing room,” he protested, “there’s no one 
in here yet, and we have plenty of danc- 
ing room.” 

I started another weak protest, but be- 
fore I could get the words from my 
mouth he half-spun me around, slipped 
his strong right arm around my waist 
and we waltzed off across the darkened, 
glistening floor. 






I was silently admiring the graceful- 
ness of Jim’s dancing when he spoke: 

“You probably don’t know me, but I 
know you're one of the Hilbert girls. 
We’re mighty proud to have you here. 
With all of the other frat houses vying 
for attention, it’s rare that we can get 
girls as pretty as you to our house.” 

“Sure I know you,” I countered, ig- 
noring his flattery, “who doesn’t know 
Jim Steele, everybody’s All-American 
fullback, on this campus! At least,” I 
corrected myself, “I must say I know of 
you. A plain campus Jane doesn’t often 
have an opportunity to get to know a 
hot-shot football star.” 

Jim laughed deeply, then said: 

“Aw, quit shucking me. You know 
State U. has never had an All-American 
in its history. And when they get one, 
you can bet he won’t be a second-string 
fullback like me.” 

~ By then the music had stopped and 
Jim took me by the arm and led me to- 
wards the living room: 

“C’mon,” he coaxed, “I want you to 
meet my roomie, Ted, he’s president of 
the house.” 

Soon the four of us became a close- 
knit little quartet that was practically in- 
separable, and in our senior year we 
made a double-engagement announce- 
ment during the intermission at a big 
formal at the frat house. It was an un- 
forgettable night—a night in which 
everyone seemed deliriously happy. I let 
down my hair and for the first time in 
my life and was carefree and affable—a 
perfect companion for Jim. 

Ted was (Continued on Page 53) 
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GOED aNTE 


Edna started slow in the singing busi- 


ness. But she went places in a hurry. 


Only the sky was her limit. She hit it 


—and then she took an awful fall. 


1) EMEMBER ME? The Golden Girl of Jazz? Sure 
at you do. I’m Stormy Hills. You know, the girl 
vith the gold mine voice, the million dollar figure and 
he platinum smile. I’m worth a fortune—or I was. 
Sure you remember me. Only I guess maybe you 
vouldn’t—now. My voice has gone back a little and 
ve put on a few pounds here and there and mostly in 
e wrong places. And after all, a pretty face doesn’t 
st forever, either. Not when you’ve had it rough like 
ve had it. 
But once | get started again you'll remember me 
tick as anything. Why, folks will wonder why they 
er forget me at all, and they'll be playing my records 
d humming my songs all over the country, just like 
y used to. Everybody’ll be saying, “Have you dug 
ormy Hills’ new song?” and, “Did you see Stormy 
'V last Sunday?” And I'll get so tired of rushing 
m one theater and night club to another and signing 
tographs and getting my picture taken. 
Nice pictures, too. Not the kind they took when they 
me out of that place up on 123rd Street or later 
hen they were taking me up there for the cure. 
\fter all, how do they expect a girl to look when she’s 
| tired and had it rough? They don’t know what it’s 
to have your insides cramping and jerking at your 
sin and your eyes burning like fire and your head 
zzing like a bee’s nest. They don’t know what it’s 
to be used to having the stuff and then all of a 
len you can’t get any. You're sitting and shaking 
d trembling and sweat’s (Continued on Page 64) 





























He is known best for his rendition of Old Black Magic, | 





seems, judging by the record, that Billy Daniels also po 






sesses magical charm. If not, why is it that women—froy 






coast to coast and beyond—swoon so over him? 
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Rehearsing for a Las Vegas show, Billy times routine with Roxys, (l-r) Joyce Hector, 
Joan Gunther, Pat Barry, and Melva Paine. Daniels is very popular in the swank and 
intimate clubs. Most of the romantic rumors about him involved pretty white women. 
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NE NIGHT LAST FALL, a young 
housewife sat staring into a televi- 
sion screen where singer Billy Daniels 
was finger-popping and wriggling his 
way through the last few bars of Old 
Black Magic. Off in a corner, her hus- 
band looked up from his evening news- 
paper briefly and snorted: “He looks like 
| he’s got fleas. I don’t think he’s so hot.” 
“Maybe not,” his wife shot back, “‘but 
if that model ever shows up on the local 
market, Mama is trading you in for one 
with the fleas.” 

Seemingly, hundreds of women have 
been willing to trade husbands, hoss and 
dogs, social prestige and even virtue for 
the favors of Billy Daniels. What are the 
secret charms of the purveyor of Old 
Black Magic? 

The list could start with the more 
obvious attributes of Mr. Daniels. He 
is, among other things, tall, tan, hand- 
some and turning gray around the tem- 
ples—making him a natural Waterloo 
for girls of all ages. In addition, he has 
a deep voice, with which he sings, al- 
though it does not always appear man- 
datory that he do that, and there are 





times when it would seem preferable 


that he did not. He also has money, yet 
it is not necessary that he should, and 
even a bit unfair that he does, consid- 
ering his abundant physical wealth. But 
to put it simply, Billy was made for 
women, and it is apparent that both sides 
know it. 

Currently, however, the Billy Daniels 
charms, beyond the audio-visual ones on 
display in night clubs around the coun- 
try, are no longer available on the open 
market, he having recently eloped to 
Juarez, Mexico, with the governess of his 
three children, Perette (Perry) Cam- 
eron, who became his third wife. (His 
first, Diane, the mother of his children, 
committed suicide by leaping from a 
sixth-floor window.) 

Billy’s wedding to the blonde Cana- 
dian governess came as no surprise to 
readers of confidential-type magazines 
and newspaper gossip columns. A maga- 
zine expose of the cozy cuddling of Billy 
and his sleep-in governess described Miss 
Cameron as “a baby-sitter with bounce 
... a kiddie caretaker with kicks.” Later, 
newspapers tipped off the impending 
wedding. When the pair eloped last No- 
vember, the world was ready. 
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Eartha Kitt and Billy light up a room with 
smiles as she visits him during intermis- 
sion. But this was only friendship. 
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Sz ’ \ . 
Two of his fans get a close-up view of 
Billy. The lady at the left appears particu- 
larly anxious to get a good view of his 


handsome face. 





















Daniels has had his share of scandal. 


One chorus girl reportedly sliced another 
girl in an argument over him. 
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Billy caused quite a stir when he married Martha Braun, a New England socialite. Even 


bigger stir was made when a West Coast girl, Ronnie Quillan, cut him in her apartment. 


Martha flew to be at his side, but their marriage failed. 


And marriage, of course, may write 
finis to the romantic career of one of the 
most accomplished wooers of modern 
times, for it is one of the traditional 
conditions of marriage that males turn in 
their female hunting licenses and retire 
to the home fires once the nuptials are 
completed. In Mr. Daniels’ case, how- 
ever, history dictates otherwise. In fact, 
Billy’s second wife, wealthy socialite 
Martha Braun Daniels, testifies that it 
was precisely other women that broke up 
her tumultuous, three-year marriage to 
the 38-year-old singer. Said Miss Braun: 

“The feeling we had for each other 
was trampled to death by other women. 

. . They chased him, individually and 
in squads, coyly and with the brazen can- 
dor of nymphomaniacs . . . dozens of 
them, blondes, brunettes and redheads, 

horus cuties and society belles straight 
from the bluebook, married and single, 
beautiful, homely and in-between.” 

All of this must have been distressing 
for Miss Braun, herself a product of 
Massachusetts top-drawer society, who 
turned down a suitor appraised roughly 
at worth $500,000 and the frantic pleas 
)f her parents to gain the purely theoret- 
ically-unchallenged status of Mrs. Billy 
Daniels back in 1950. Martha confesses 
that she never really counted on having 
the field all to herself with her famous 
husband, but neither did she expect the 
kind of stampede that is common only to 
Churchill Downs at Kentucky Derby 
Lime. 

But, Miss Braun sadly admits, when- 
ever she attempted to scold charming 


UU 


Billy about his extra-curricular activi- 
ties, he stopped her dead in her tracks 
with the cold reminder: “Competition is 
keen.” 

Typical of the kind of competition 
Martha Braun Daniels had to face: a 
social register admirer who offered Billy 
a town house in exchange for marriage; 
a lady acquaintance who presented him 
with a solid gold slave bracelet ; a woman 
artist who painted his portrait just to 
be near him; a sexy femme fatale who 
haunted Billy’s working places, dressed 
in solid black from head to toe, and, 
according to Billy’s ex-wife, a model- 
chorus girl who generously shared Billy 
with a girl friend—even after the lights 
went out at night. 

Finally thoroughly disillusioned, Mar- 
tha Braun bowed out of the competitive 
field with the comment: “This is one girl 
for whom that ‘Old Black Magic’ no 
longer casts a spell.” 

This may have been true, but there is 
evidence to the contrary. Several months 
after her divorce in 1954, she was es- 
corted to the Broadway premiere of Car- 
men Jones by her ex-husband. Ex- 
plained Billy: “I’m still playing the field 
and Martha is still a good date. Martha 
and I have been seeing each other for 
some time, but almost always in pri- 
vate.” 

A not-so-private occasion was when 
Martha showed up in Las Vegas for one 
of Billy’s night club openings. Noted 
newspaper columnist Dorothy Kilgallen: 
“Billy Daniels’ ex-wife, Martha, who said 
all those awful things about him after the 


This is Ronnie Quillan, who slashed Billy; 
features with a butcher knife in her Holly. 
wood apartment. Cut required 35 stitches, 


Billy's third wife is Canadian-born Perette 
Cameron, who won his heart while working 
as governess for his three children. 


Glamorous actress Marlene Dietrich is one 
of Billy’s many fans, as she proves with 6 
kiss-greeting. 
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d Billy’ Adevoted father, Billy introduces daughter 
"T ianne to actress Ava Gardner while Pu- 
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divorce, seems to find him irresistible de- 
) f pite his faults. She followed him to El 
F f Rancho Vegas for his opening there.” 

+ — But Billy had good reason to be nice 
to his ex-spouse. She had asked for a 
$100,000 settlement, plus $25,000 attor- 
ney fees and $1,000-a-week temporary 
alimony. And, as Billy had quipped 
sourly in a night club: “Paying alimony 
is like buying oats for a dead horse.” 

Whatever Mr. Daniels’ opinion of 
dead horses, they would undoubtedly be 
less damaging to his conscience and phy- 
sique than some of the lively chicks he 
has tangled with, the most notable of 
them being redhaired actress Ronnie 
Quillan. The fiery-tempered Miss Quil- 
lan, apparently aflame with the fury of 
a woman scorned, took after Billy with 
a butcher knife in her Hollywood apart- 
ment and slashed his handsome counte- 
nance from forehead to throat, thereby 
spattering blood all over a perfectly good 
shirt. It took 35 stitches to close Billy’s 
face back up. He never bothered to pros- 
ecute, however, out of consideration for 
“my wife and my career,” he said. (He 
was married to Martha Braun at the 
time. ) 

Soon thereafter, Billy was back off to 
the wars. In August of 1954, blonde 
showgirl Patricia Hirsch slapped him 
with a $75,000 lawsuit, claiming he 
struck and kicked her in his nightclub 
dressing room. Billy fought off the suit, 
then sallied forth once again into the 
night: 

“Billy Daniels’ big, new romance is 
actress Louise King,” one Broadway 
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columnist confided. Whispered Colum- 
nist Kilgallen on another occasion: “Col- 
orful crooner Billy Daniels of Old Black 
Magic fame is on a new romantic kick. 
The clue: he’s buying a 14-carat dia- 
mond for his latest love, a television 
starlet.” And still later: “Billy Daniels 
has been squiring Roma Paige (one of 
the Copa dolls) to the East Side boites.” 
(Miss Paige denied she was the doll.) 
Other sources intimated Daniels was 
making whoopee with a well-known girl 
singer. 

Women have always spelled trouble 
for Billy Daniels. He started singing at 
18, after leaving his family in Jackson- 
ville, Fla., to go to Columbia University 
At first, he 
charmed the customers in. Then, when 
male patrons began noting the bedroom 
gleam in their girl friends’ eyes when 
the womenfolk saw Billy in operation, 
they quietly began taking their business, 
and their girls, elsewhere. Daniels had 
to get into the $5,000-a-week-plus bracket 
the hard way; that is, without hit rec- 
ords. Remarkably enough, with the ex- 
ception of Old Black Magic, he has none 
today, yet is one of the busiest and best- 
known pop singers in the world. 

Brilliantly accompanied by Benny 
Payne, at the piano, Billy sings in a 
rich baritone with perfect breath control. 
A master of facial expressions and ges- 
tures, he can, with body movements and 
flashing hands, put over a song with pan- 
demonium effects. All of this amounts to 
a style that is so intimate its almost 


(Continued on Page 82) 


and become a lawyer. 


downright im- 


Like most great entertainers, Billy Daniels had it rough in the beginning—but now the 
living is easy, as this picture of him dictating to secretary pool-side pretty well proves. 
Daniels is an ardent fisherman who hails from Jacksonville, Florida. 
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Billy Daniels’ engagements in the best 
clubs invariably draw capacity audiences 
packed with stars like actor George Raft. 
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While making rounds at a Hollywood Club, 


Billy also paused to greet actress Marie 
Wilson and Bob Fallon. 
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After Charlotte married Wesley, she 
let her mother run the show. She 
wasn’t grown-up enough to know 
that Wes hadn’t bargained for a 
meddling mother-in-law. She didn’t 
realize that until after he was gone. 


\ OTHER’S VOICE, cold as steel, came ringing to 
me from her sitting room. It carried a tone and 
phrase I had heard many times before. 

“That’s the way it is with men, Charlotte,” she 
said. “They’re lazy, helpless creatures, and if we 
women didn’t manage things for them and tell them 
what to do, why, we’d all still be living in caves in 
the sides of mountains, fighting off dinosaurs and 
ugly old overgrown lizards.” 

Even without looking at her, I could tell she was 
smiling at her own humorous touch. 

[ had always felt that mother was a little harsh on 
father; that she tended to magnify his faults and 
weaknesses. But on the other hand, I had to admit 
that father was a sort of harmless old good-natured 
lear who probably would have been beaten out of 
verything he had by deadbeat customers if mother 
hadn’t kept a firm hand on things, making him see 
o it that he got every cent he was owed. 

“Yes,” mother was still talking, “we women are 
the backbone and salvation of the family.” She 
paused a moment. “If that rib hadn’t been taken out 
of Adam, this old world would have never gotten 
vast the Dark Ages.” 

Mother was still being funny. She liked to make 

kes about men. I wondered how funny she was 
zoing to think it was when I told her I was going to 
narry Wesley Evans. 

As far as I was concerned, Wes had about 
-verything: tall, good-looking with a smooth, milk- 
hocolatey complexion. Divine was the word for his 


lancing, and he wasn’t a bore or a braggart like 
yme others I could mention. True, he didn’t have 
lot to brag about, like Bill Simmons, who was just 
it of law school and had been given a new sports 
ar by his parents as a graduation present; or Bobby 
wrest, the new doctor who was going into his 
ither’s office to practice. Wes was only part-owner 
a medium-sized grocery store, but to me it didn’t 
eem important. Perhaps it was because my feelings 
Wes extended back past the time before you 
gin to notice what a person wore or how much 
ney he spent or what (Continued on Page 73) 
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Billy wanted to be the big cheese in his wife’s eyes. 


He made her quit her job while he slaved on his. 


Left alone with time on her hands, she fell in love 


with a big-name crooner! 





































































































7 HE KIND OF THING which happened 

~ to Ellen and me will not happen to many 
happily married couples who suddenly see 
a sinister shadow fall across their lives. But 
it could happen to you, to the couple next 
door. It could happen to anyone because— 
whether you want to admit it or not—every 
woman has a secret passion. And it’s not 
the man she’s married or promised to. 

Now that it’s all over, Ellen and I can 
look back on the way things happened and 
smile—even laugh. But, sometimes, glanc- 
ing across the dinner table at my pert, 
pretty wife—or watching her go strolling 
down the street with that delicate, tripping, 
high school girl walk, I catch my breath to 
think how close I came to losing her. The 
ironic part of it all is that all the while I 
was blaming her, I was about ninety-five 
percent to blame. 

Long as I’ve known Ellen—and we went 
through grammar and high school together 
right here in Chicago—she’s always been 
a big-eyed, romantic type. Back at Wendell 
Phillips, she barely squeaked through the 
mathematics classes. But she was a whiz at 
writing English compositions and dreaming 
up mushy poetry. 

It suited me fine to have a girl like that. 
While many of the girls in her set led their 
boy friends a merry pace by trying to play 
it sophisticated, dropping them for another 
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lad or playing hard to get, Ellen was just 
plain, simple, straight down the line in love 
with me and didn’t care who knew it. 

She was the kind who never got embar- 
rassed at those parties where they play 
idiotic questioning games, trying to put a 
girl or boy on the spot about who was the 
greatest in their young lives. Ellen never let 
such public prying into her heart annoy 
her. 

“I love Billy,” she’d say proudly, her 
clear eyes shining with joy at the very 
sound of the words. 

It tickled me that, despite the advice of 
her girl friends that she ought to be “cool” 
and not wear her heart on her sleeve, Ellen 
insisted on displaying open affection for 
me and being polite but firm with anyone 
who tried to cut in on our young romance. 

Of course, it kind of embarrassed me too 
to have my girl call me by intimate, endear- 
ing names in front of the crowd. And I'd 
admit there were times when my boyish ego 
suffered because the well-advertised alliance 
between my “steady” and me made it al- 
most impossible for me to have a little light 
fun with someone else. But, on the whole, 
I got great kicks out of belonging to some- 
one so dear so definitely and never having 
to worry about being two-timed. 

I think our folks—Ellen’s and mine— 
were sort of re- (Continued on Page 58) 






































































































































“Hey, baby,” 1 said. “You on strike? Don’t 
you want to feed your man any more?” ... 
She didnt even hear me the first time. 
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“Yesterday is a dead ole day and T. 1m . 


’ 


row, well it ain't yet got here. So don’t 
nothin matter but Today—and that’s all 


you can do: live one day at a. time .% .” 
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“T FEY, MAN,” Tom whispered, hunching me so hard he 
almost knocked me over, ““Hey—come to, wake up!” 

“Huh?” I mumbled, still staring at the pretty girl who had 
just left the counter and was walking toward a bank of files 
at the rear of the escrow office. 

Tom chuckled, “Man, git, because you’re hit!” 

And I was hit—hard. “She’s for me! Oh man, what a 
dish!” I exclaimed feelingly. 

“Yeah, and from your looks, it’s a dish too rich for your 
blood!” 

“I can dream, can’t 1? And pipe down, will you? Here 
she comes!” 

“Sure, sure,” Tom said soothingly as the girl returned with 
a folder of real estate documents and crisply asked, “Which 
of you is Mr. Lincoln?” 

“l'm him,” Tom announced, tapping his chest. “J’m the 
one gettin’ married and buying me a house. My buddy here, 
Mr. Paul Holmes, well he’s still free, single and disengaged, 













Paul tried to prove to Nella 





that sex was important in 
marriage. But she was more 
interested in reading her real 
estate books. At the end of 


a year. they slept in separate 


rooms. 





in case anybody ’round here might be interested!” 

“Tom!” I muttered fiercely, kicking his shin. 

“Man, how come you kickin’ my leg?” Tom demanded 
loud enough for the girl to hear. “I didn’t tell no lie on you, 
did I? I was just tryna help you out, man. I mean—” 

“Knock it off!” I hissed. Then I looked at the girl and saw 
the laughter in her clear brown eyes and felt the hot blood 
rush to my face. 

“Lady, don’t pay him no mind,” Tom said flashing his 
infectious grin. “He just got over here from the old country 
and he ain’t never before seen no pretty gals before, so—” 

That time I kicked Tom so hard he yelped and started 
hopping around on one foot, clowning up a breeze. And to 
the girl, who by then was laughing out loud, I said, “I’m 
sorry Miss. I—uh—uh—” and then, unable to think of what 
I’d meant to say, I stood there staring into her eyes like an 
utter goop. When I realized it, I got out of there real fast. 

When Tom came out a half-hour later, I walked up to him, 
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Just when Paul could hardly take 


any more of 


Nella’s 


coldness. 


Luann stepped into his life and 


lighted the hottest fire he ever 


knew 


mad enough to throw a punch at his grin- 
ning face. He put up his hands protec- 
tively and hollered, “Now take it easy, 
man—don’t you be no fool and hurt 
your hands on my hard head! Because 
I done you a lot of good with that chick 
in there. I mean, I put you in solid with 
Miss Nellie Grayson!” 

I glared at him. “I just wish Luann 
had been along to see you make an ass 
out of yourself! Maybe she’d think twice 
about marrying you.” Then what he had 
said started to register. “Is that her 
name?” 

Tom nodded complacently and handed 
me a card which read, Nella Grayson, 
Sunset Escrow Co. 

“Her name’s Nella, not Nellie,” I told 
lom. 

“Same diffrunce,” Tom shrugged. 
“And | wasn’t kiddin’ about fixin’ things 
for you, Paul. While we was finishing 
up my deal, I told her all about you, like 
you owning a business and what a nice, 
sincere kid you was. And man, the chick 
was real interested, no jive. And to make 
the cheese more binding, she ain’t mar- 
ried, nor engaged and she just come out 
here to Los Angeles a couple weeks ago 
to take this job she’s got. And, oh yes 

she comes from some place in Kan- 
sas. 

“How in the world did you pry all 
that info out of her?” I demanded. 

“Aw, you know me, man,” Tom said 

airily. “I’m a nice, sincere kid myself. 
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Besides, ] got a way with wimmin. Oh 
yeah—I’m all set. My G.I. loan went 
through okay. And now I’m gonna have 
me a wife and a house to put her in. 
How come you lagging so far behind, 
buddy? Maybe if you make some time 
with that fine Kansas chick you can use 
your G.I. loan to get you a house too.” 

“Well, Mr. Lincoln,” I laughed, “thank 
you for getting my life all planned out. 
And you know something? Maybe 
you’ve got something there.” 

He sure had. Because Nella and | 
were married four months later and I did 
use my G.I. loan, plus about all my re- 
serve cash, to buy the house she wanted 
in the high-class West Adams section, 
not too far from my radio-television 
sales and service shop. Although I didn’t 
like the idea, Nella said it would be only 
practical for her to keep her job for a 
while to help pay for our new furniture 
and so on. So I said it was all right 
when she promised that she would give 
up her job in six months. 

Well, being married to Nella wasn’t 
as wonderful as I had expected it would 
be. She certainly had good taste in fur- 
nishing our home. But right from the 
start it seemed to me that she was a lot 
too interested in her job. I suppose we 
were happy—she seemed to be, anyway. 
But even though we had a girl to come in 
three times a week to clean and do our 
laundry, we didn’t have too much home 
life. I had to go out on service calls at 





night pretty often, and when I was home, 
Nella usually had her head in a book, 
studying some kind of financial stuf 
which she said would help her in her 
work. I didn’t say anything, but jt 
seemed to me she was devoting too much 
time to her job already, especially sing 
she was going to quit in a few months 

One reason I didn’t have too much to 
say about how things were between y 
was my being sure that when Nella did 
stop working, she wouldn’t come home 
so wound-up and tense—and that when 
she was more relaxed, our sex life would 
become more important to her. 

Truthfully, I was extremely disap. 
pointed about her indifference to our 
sexual relationship. She was a pretty 
girl, light tan, with curly brown hair and 
lovely brown eyes. But her standout fea. 
ture was her figure. To look: at her any 
man would have sworn she was jus 
loaded with sex—which is what I had 
believed. To find that she was not was 
a big letdown to me. The reason | didn't 
beef about it at all was my conviction 
that she would change when she gave up 
her job. 

But when six months passed and she 
said she just couldn’t leave her job be 
cause they had not found another trained 
worker to replace her, I almost blew my 
top. She got around me by promising 
that as soon as her company could re 
place her, she would come home for 
good. 

A month went by, then another, and 








another and still Nella held onto her job, 
claiming business had increased so that 
they were still so short handed she jus 
couldn’t leave. I sulked for a while, bui 
got over it and started to try and get over 
to my wife the importance of sex in mar 
riage, and how wonderful it could be 
when both partners found equal pleasure 
in it, and that sex wasn’t just pleasure, 
but that it gave meaning and depth to 
marriage itself. 

I'd been boning up on the subject and 
I tried to get Nella to read the books 
and articles that I had, but while she 
would always promise to do so, I noticed 
that her reading was confined to books 
with titles like “THE CORPORATE 
STRUCTURE OF THE SMALL LOAN 
INSTITUTION” and stuff like that. ! 
tried making love to her as if she wert 
my sweetheart instead of my wife, but- 
well, it just didn’t register, so far as! 
could see. I even tried to make her under- 
stand how (Continued on Page 68) 
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By Gerri Major 


EAR GERRI MAJOR: 

The other night Sam and I were 
waiting on a subway platform, en route 
to the theater. When the train pulled in 
and the doors opened, Sam rushed in, 
leaving me to follow him. I was hurt and 
embarrassed by this apparent disregard 
and lack of courtesy. It almost seemed 
he was ashamed of being with me. 
Shouldn’t he have waited for me to step 
in first? 

Ruth Payne 
New York City 


Dear Ruth Payne: 

Your young man was guilty of the 
worst possible discourtesy and a total 
lack of good manners. When a gentle- 
man takes out a lady, he assumes respon- 
sibility for her safe conduct, and rules of 
etiquette in the street and in public are 
based on this premise. Sam most certain- 
ly should have let you precede him into 
the subway car, and, if possible, should 
have kept his hand on the door to assure 
its remaining open until you were safely 
inside. 

The only time a gentleman precedes a 
lady is when the way is dangerous or un- 
certain. When alighting from a_ bus, 
streetcar or automobile, the man steps 
out first and offers his hand to assist the 
lady. When descending steep, rickety or 
slippery stairs, he precedes the lady to 
“break” a possible fall, or descends with 
her, his hand under her elbow. When 
ascending a ladder or the gangplank of 
a ship, the man (Continued on Page 82) 





There's a special reason 

why just a touch of this 

"rich" hair dressing makes 
your hair so much more 
attractive all day long... 
with that marvelous extra lustre 


and glamorous fragrance ... So soft, 


so smooth, so radiantly lovely! 














jar at the price! 
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15¢ 49¢ 


DIXIE PEACH 


HAIR DRESSING POMADE 








New Electronic Invention 
STOPS RADIO, TY 
NOISES Instantly! 


For pure, clear, distinct reception simply plug tiny electronic 
miracle into wall socket then plug in cord from radio or T.V 
Automatically eliminates noisy buzzing and static due to 
electr ore ‘motors, etc. Safe, insulated. SEND NO 
MONEY. Pay on arrival only $1.98 for one, 3 for $4.98 plus 
C.0.D. postage. (Send cash and we pay postage.) Enjoy radio 
TV. like never before or noe back Write today to 

MILLER & CO. Dept 836, 230 N. Michigan, Chicago 1 I 























HARMONY 


In this booklet a doctor reveals true facts on 
marital relations, love zones, technique of making 
love, and the control of premature male climax. 
Explains how husband and wife can enjoy per- 
fect mutual satisfaction. Order today. Only 50c. 
CO., Box 120, Main Office, Union City, N. J. 
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i FRANKWELL CO., Box 120, Dept. J-4 
MAIN OFFICE, UNION CITY, BN. 3- 

I T enclose 50c. Send booklet on ‘SEX HARMONY’ 
|) by sealed first class mail marked ‘Personal’ on 10- 
k day money-back guarantee. I am over 21. 
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Am |! make-believe or real? That’s the question that pops up in many a 
letter to this column. If you could see and hear the happy hubbub when 
our two married daughters come calling with six adorable grandchildren 
— and our three younger children fill the house with their friends — there 
would be little doubt about how very much alive this thriving family is. 


Suggestion box. Early spoon-feedings 
are often more successful if you re- 
member these helps: 

© Don’t overload spoon. Bird-size help- 
ings are easier for baby to take. 

© Place food well back on baby’s tongue. 
© Don’t worry if more goes outside of 
baby than inside. The knack of swal- 
lowing solids has to be learned. 


e With cereal, make the mixture soupy 
at first, so it will seem more like formula. 


Early stages. Although cereal is usually 
the first solid food to appear on baby’s 
menu, doctors often recommend fully 
ripe bananas, because they’re rich in 
energy-giving calories, and most babies 
love the taste. Gerber Strained Bananas 
are made of only fully ripe fruit (secret 
of easy digestibility). pew de re = 
cially proesed to i 
retain true-banana Bey 

flavor, delicate come- 
hither color, velvet- 
soft smoothness. 


4 CEREALS « OVER 65 STRAINED &@ JUNIOR FOODS. INCLUDING MEATS 
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Gerber Strained Bananas, like the 
other Gerber Strained Fruits, make de- 
lightful alternate spoonfuls to Gerber 
enriched Baby Cereals. 


Lotion notion, from another mother: “! 
keep baby’s lotion in a small plastic 
bottle. Comes time for baby’s splash, 
the bottle goes right into the bath with 
baby. Warms the lotion (or oil) just 
enough to make it feel extra nice.” 


SPECIALTY OF THE MONTH 
(or any month) 


Gerber Strained Garden Vegetables — 
Something special in the way of a veg- 
etable dish! Gerber Strained Garden 
Vegetables combine a smooth purée of 
peas, carrots and spinach for a won- 
derful surprise of a flavor. Important: 
Gerber Strained Garden Vegetables 
have a high vitamin A 
value—the nice-feeling, 
> easy-to-swallow texture 
found in all Gerber 


= | Strained Foods. 


FREMONT. 
MICHIGAN 








Don’t Poison 


Your Child | 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 



















Instructor in Pediatrics, 1 
Northwestern University ons 
ON’T POISON MY CHILD!” youlf tha 

exclaim. “How ridiculous can you 


be?” 

And yet by inadvertently providing 
the poison for them to take accidentally 
that is just what many parents are doin 
today. 

In the past several weeks it seems to 
me that I have treated an increasi 
number of cases involving small childre 
and poison which they found in thei 
homes. The poisons have invariably be 
common household items that are fou 
in the ordinary medicine chest or ut 
ity closet. Because death by poise 
hides in every household, waiting for i 
quisitive little fingers to probe and ¢ 
amine, let me warn that even the me 
taken-for-granted household item 
bring tragic results if taken by a sm 
child. 

Let me tell you a few cases that I have 
handled recently. 

Young Ronnie, age 21%, ate several 
little purple tablets before the bitter 
taste warned him they were not candy. 

Contents: five grain potassium per. 
manganate tablets that had been used 
five years before in treatment of athletes 
foot. Let me suggest that you clean out 
the medicine chest often. 

Pour down the drain and into the 
toilet, pills, powders and liquids that 
might be found in the refuse bin by other 
curious children. Medicine that does not 
exist cannot do any harm! 

Another case, Allen, 19 months old, 
emptied a bottle of baby aspirin before 
his mother noticed him toddling around 
with the empty bottle. She had placed 
them on a bedside table after giving two 
to an older child bedded down with « 
cold. 

Incidentally, aspirin is the No. 1 child 
poisoner. 

In Chicago alone last year there were 
over 80 cases of aspirin poisoning iD 

children. Four-year-old twins drank 
kerosene because it was under the sink 
in a gingerale bottle. 

Never, never (Continued on Page 80) 
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— IS WITH US AGAIN, and it’s time for new spirit of old and young alike. 








| 


easley spring outfits, and planning for the sunny days ahead. Why not try something new for the family this year and 
cs, The Easter Bunny is busy getting his collection of gifts and have the Bunny bring a parakeet or a canary for the kiddies. 
ty eggs ready for the kids and the whole family, for it seems It will be fun to watch their reaction, and, too, they will 
D!” youlf that the gaiety of this season reaches out and captures the have something to amuse them throughout the year. 
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TRANSTTTONAL 
COTTONS 





Brown woven cotton two-piece dress has a 
short jacket, and white touches on collar 
and neck trim of the slim sheath dress. 





The height of smartness in this ve- 
dero striped button-back tunic tho! 
has a white satin collar. 





















Silk o’sheen woven cotton torso dress 
has novelty cotton cuffs and collar 


trimmed in black braid. 











Slim-line vedero woven cotton dress 
has double-breasted buttoning in 
front, white touches at neck, sleeves. 







Perfect for the career girl is a black and white striped woven 
cotton long torso dress with white linen collar and cuffs. By 
Natlynn, the price is about $20. 























E ACH year 


as the seasons change 
young business women and 
housewives as well, are faced with the 
problem of finding suitable clothing, for 
what is called “between season” wearing. At 
last manufacturers have come up with the answer, 

and never again will women have to wear winter 
woolens too early or summer cottons too late. During © 
the last three years, “transitional” cottons have come 
into their own. They are perfect for early spring and 
late summer wearing, and in fact, they may be worn 
all the year around. They are light enough in weight 
to bridge the gap between seasons so that they are al- 
ways comfortable. When in doubt about what to wear 
at these awkward times of the year, women can rely 





on this type of smart cotton dress to see them 
through many occasions. All illustrated crea- 
tions are by Natlynn, range in price from $20. 
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E VERYONE GETS in the act at Easter time by turning eggs 

into magic color creations that delight the eye. It’s great 
fun and an exciting adventure for the kiddies and an experi- 
ment in artistic decorating for mom. Egg dyeing is a real made. 
to-order, “do-it-yourself” project that captivates the hearts of 
old and young alike. Not too much money need be involved 
because the eggs can always be included in the menu afterwards 
(if there are any left), or eaten right then and there by the kids. 
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Handy egg decorating kits are available at most stores for a 


very small price and are complete with cut-outs and directions a 
on how to apply them. Wire dippers are usually supplied with da 
the kit which makes it easy to remove eggs from the dye. Card. | 
board holders are also included to hold eggs upright while 
they are drying. be 
Colored transfers and paste-on designs make it easy for the é 
tiniest child to create an original masterpiece of his own mak- pre 
ing. Most popular cut-outs this year are Disney characters that - 
change the personality of each egg into a miniature Mickey s 








To dye Easter eggs, first dissolve each of the Paas color tablets in a half-cup 







of boiling water. Add two teaspoonfuls of vinegar. Place the egg—it must Pape 
be hard-boiled—in the wire egg dipper that comes in the package, and dip The 
the egg in the dye solution until it is just the tint you want. The handy pt 






cardboard rack in every Paas package will hold the eggs while they dry. 
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Mouse or Pluto. 

For insurance from the beginning of the project, make sure 
that everyone is liberally covered with an apron or smock. A 
sheet of thin plastic spread over the working area protects tables 
and chairs from splashes of dye. For additional safety meas- 
ures, spread newspapers over the floor and limit your working 
space for egg dyeing to one specific area. 

Children can be most creative when given a chance, and their 
efforts should always be noted and praised. Crayons and paint, 
too, can be used in creating odd designs and such things as bits 
of ribbons, lace, beads and sequins can be effectively used in 
making the eggs real production pieces. Paper doilies and crepe 
paper come in handy too, and many times, beet juice has been 
used to make red and pink eggs. 

With progress and pure food laws, there is no need for 
mothers to worry about the dye on the eggs. for it will not harm 
the children and it is as safe as the food coloring used for every- 
day kitchen uses in foods. 

When there are no children in the family, it is fun to make a 
basket full of these gay and colorful eggs for the kiddies’ ward 
of your favorite hospital, and even the grown folks would ap- 
preciate them too. Once you get the spirit, it grows on you and 
it will be fun to become an Easter egg artist. 

Make Easter time fun time, and try some of the new ideas and 


suggestions which you find on these pages. 
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Dress up some of the Easter eggs as Disney cartoon characters. 
Paper heads and stands in the Paas Decorating Kit make it easy to 
convert eggs into Mickey Mouse, Pluto, Donald and Daisy Duck. 
The cut-outs are notched for easy joining and no glue or paste is 
required. Perch them on the corners of the grass-filled Easter 
a which is made by removing the perforated back panel of the 
it box. 


“Gay” and “Bill” are written in traditional invisible 
wax crayon writing, then dyed in one of the colors in 
the kit. Making their first appearance this year are the 
colorful three-dimension standing animals like the lamb 
and dick, the Bunny Book to color for the young fry, 
and “egg faces” like the clown and toupee-d gentle- 
man. These last are made with gummed-back features 
that paste onto the eggs. 





New in this year’s Easter kit are the charming stand-up paper 
bunny and chick, which together with a lamb and duck make 
delightful place cards. Mickey Mouse and Pluto are part of 
a series of Disney cartoon characters for whom heads and 
stands to cut out and dress the eggs with, are provided in the 
Paas egg-decorating kit. The kit converts into a basket and 
the “grass” comes in a cellophane bag. 
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Hair is pressed with Rose Morgan pressing oil, leaving the hair 
fluffy and natural looking, and with just the right body for the 
croquignole base curls. 


After pressing, a special scalp cream is a 
scalp to soften the hair and promote its growth. Both 
hair and scalp are saturated with cream, then massaged. 
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IBRANT, GLOSSY HAIR that sparkles and snaps with 
life is one of the best ways to be sure of an attractive and 
becoming coiffure. It is also a good sign that you are in top 
physical condition. A healthy head of hair is one of your 
most prized possessions and every step should be taken to 
preserve its beauty. The first and most important step is to 
entrust its care to a reputable beautician. 
A good beautician treats each customer’s hair with special 
care and attention. He knows that all women do not requi 
the same treatments, the same curl or the same hair style 





tech 
twee 
evel 
you 
stim 
gron 


put 
this 
hom 
Sinc 
atter 
you 


hair. 
indir 
on tl 
Rem 
amo’ 
shou 
for y 


hair 
the s 
ana 
only 











Since they are trained to know how hair should feel and look, 


“9 ee ie 
The croquignole curls form the important base for the 


final styling of the hair. When combed, the curls may 
be set in waves, or round or flat curls. 










































ps with 
ive and 
> in top 
»f your 
iken to 
p is to 


special 
equi 
r style 
d look, 





they can give you a few pointers on how 
to keep your hair healthy and glowing. 
Take advantage of their professional 
techniques and try them at home be- 
tween beauty appointments. Splurge 
every now and then and let them give 
you one of their special massages that 
stimulates the scalp and helps hair to 
grow. 

Brushing is one of the best ways to 
put life back into dull, listless hair, and 
this can be accomplished quite easily at 
home with several stiff hair brushes. 
Since about nine out of every ten women 
attend beauty shops, it is advisable that 
you pay particular attention to your 
beautician and the way she does your 
hair. Choose a shop that specializes in 
individual styles and treatment, and is up 
on the latest techniques in cosmetology. 
Remember you are investing a regular 
amount of cash in this shop, so you 
should be sure you are getting the best 
for your investment. 

The most popular method of curling 
hair employed by modern beauticians is 
the soft, fat curl that will comb out into 
a natural-looking ringlet. The hair is 
only lightly pressed and a larger croqui- 


A quick change for formal wear has been 

achieved with the use of the chignon, and 

a stunning, sophisticated hair style gives 
the wearer a smart appearance. 
















gnole iron is used so that curls are soft and round without a wiry, 
corkscrew effect. It depends on you as to whether oil or cream is 
used. Beauticians favor cream because it leaves the hair shiny and 







greaseless. Curls are easier to put in and comb out with a fluffy 






effect. The days of slick, greasy, gooey hair are behind us forever. 






Many beauty shops have their own special manner of treating 






hair, especially unhealthy or problem hair. This method may in- 
clude the application of various oils and creams to soften the hair 
and make it more manageable. Pictures on these pages were taken 
at the Rose Morgan House of Beauty in New York. 








Croquignole curls are combed out and the hair is set in a becoming 
style. Miss Rose Morgun shows how easy it is to pin a chignon to the 
hair for a different style. 
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AKE YOUR LENTEN DINNERS 
delicious occasions where the fam- 

ily looks forward to new and tasty fish 
dishes. From elegant, rich-tasting lob- 
ster (pink and juicy with its subtle 
flavor) , to crisp browned fishsticks, there 
should never be a day when a home- 
maker is stymied for something different. 
Broiled, baked, fried or boiled, the man- 
ner of handling fish is unlimited. Its del- 


icate flavor is to be treated with care and 
should not be masked with sauces that 
are too strong and bitter. Two of the 
best natural accompaniments for fish are 
tart lemon wedges and melted butter. 
Lenten menus are so easy to plan when 
you depend on the convenience of frozen 
fish. Most frozen food counters are well 
stocked with a large variety of fish dur- 
ing the Lenten season. The delicacy of 
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lobster tails, formerly very expensive be- 
cause of high shipping costs, can now be 
easily and economically purchased at 
any frozen food counter. The economic 
convenience of frozen fish not only helps 
homemakers balance their food budgets 
with ease, but the time saved from ready- 
ing fresh fish for the table saves her 
many valuable minutes and dollars and 
cents. 


49 





























Men 4v¢ Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 





Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 





If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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Fishstick Dinner 
Heat frozen fishsticks according to direc. 
tions on package. As the fishsticks heat, 
make this Creamy Calico Dip. . Combine 
1 cup sour cream, % cup chopped dill 
pickle, %4 cup chopped pimento, 2 thsps. 
lemon juice, Y% tsp. salt, 1 tsp. paprika, 
Chill for 2 hours. For an excellent lenten 
menu, serve Fishsticks with Calico Dip, 
Buttered Lima Beans, Olives in Carrot 
Curls, Tossed Green Salad, Lime sherbet 
and Crisp Cookies. 













Salmon Cereal Loaf 


Preheat oven at 350°F.° Grease a 4-cup 
loaf pan. Drain 1-pound can salmon and 
save liquid. Flake salmon with fork. Stir 
1% cup whole wheat cereal into salmon. 
Add 2 tbsps. chopped parsley, 2 thsps. 
grated onion, Yo tsp. dry mustard. Beat? 
eggs Slightly and stir into cereal mixture. 
Add 1 can cream of celery soup and sal- 
mon liquid. Mix well. Place in greased 
pan and bake 45 minutes until light brown. 
Serve hot or cold with lemon wedges and 
tartar sauce. 
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admit that he learned expensively dur- 
their unsuccessful marriage, lessons 
hich he feels will enable him to contribute 
dJerstanding and common sense to the 
t marriage—if there ever is a next mar- 
fage for him. 
One of the truly admirable instances of 
ne after-divorce relationships is that of 
» Louis and his former wife, Marva Louis 
Spaulding. Marva is now happily married 
tp one of Chicago’s most prominent and 
best-liked physicians. Through marriage, 
divorce, remarriage and divorce again, 
Marva and Joe have been able to maintain 
a respect and affection for each other 
which cannot be shaken. 

While the credit for this must go to both 
Marva and Joe—with much honorable men- 
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“ tion for Dr. Spaulding, in our book, the 
> tbsps, greatest tribute ought to be paid to Marva. 
aprike, | Why? ; : ; 
lenten Because in that period when Franklin 
o Dip, Roosevelt and Joe Louis were Negro Amer- 
Carrot & ic@'s greatest champions, Marva became 
sherbet the idol of Negro America. Not for her- 


self, but by virtue of the fact that Joe, on 
whom the ego, the hopes and dreams of 
every American Negro were concentrated, 
crowned her first lady by making her his 
wife. 

It was a storybook romance and Amer- 
icans love fables. 

But Marva—as the few people who really 
know her well will attest—is not a dream 
princess. She is a warm, sensitive, down- 
toearth human being who wants to be 
ad will always be—an individual. 

It would have been quite easy for her to 
surrender to the horribly unfair circum- 
ances which a wife of Joe Louis had to 
. Joe Louis, at that time, couldn’t be- 
long to a woman—any woman—because he 
belonged to every breathing Negro. Marva 
Pwanted a home, children and family life. 
She couldn’t get them from Joe. She had 
wealth, luxuries, children—but not a hus- 
‘band. 

> Like we said, it would have been easy— 
the least line of resistance—for her to sur- 
render; to accept the verdict of fate, to go 
along with a program which wasn’t of Joe’s 
making nor of hers. But Marva dared to 
be an individual. She dared to take a 
stand—that Joe had to belong to her or for- 
































mon, @ 2 it. She loved him. She respected him. 
tbsps. § And she couldn’t be phoney about it. So 
feat 2 | she put her foot down. 

xture. What happened then? The public, un- 
d sal- @ "easonable about people who are celebri- 
eased ties, misunderstood. They thought she was 
rown. [ doing something to Joe which she had no 
s and & tight to do. They didn’t put themselves in 


her position; didn’t admit or rec ognize her 
right to be an individual, to be honest 
about being in love. So they felt the same 
way about Marva Louis that they felt about 
Ezzard Charles—in later years—who had 
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the misfortune to come by his heavyweight 
crown by beating their idol—Joe. 

Marva was in a tough spot because she 
wouldn’t And she wouldn’t 
compromise either when she found out she 
was in a tough spot. But neither would she 
allow the unfairness of the public to blind 
her to those qualities Joe which had 
made her love him. She didn’t resent him 
because his public resented her for being 
She remained honest and she re- 


compromise. 


honest. 
mained an admirer of Joe Louis. 

That’s why, today, one of the finest 
friendships which is on record is the friend- 
ship of Marva and Joe. Joe helped a lot 
Joe knew that Marva’s stand was the 
right stand. He also knew that he couldn’t 
squirm out of his position as the symbol of 
pride of Negro A merica- 
It was just 


too. 


-just so he could 


be happy personally. one of 


those things—one of those crazy-quilt 
things which happen to humans. Joe 
played the part of a good champion—like 


he did in the ring. He went down fighting. 
But he went down gloriously. 


HERE’S A VERY CHARMING sequel 

to this drama which hasn’t ever been 
written. It’s the story of how Marva Louis 
Spaulding, quietly, earnestly and effective- 
ly, won out over the tremendous odds she 
faced when she divorced Joe Louis. 

Doubtless, by all the rules, 
have become a woman known only because 
had once been married to a beloved 
champion. But, like we said before, Marva 
is an individual. So, as an individual she 
set out to carve a career for herself which 
fail to rouse the admiration of 
everyone. She became a devoted wife to 
her new husband, Dr. Spaulding. She ful- 
fills her role as an intelligent and attentive 
mother to the children— 

She took an active leadership in club and 
social affairs of her community—the par- 
ent-teachers in her neighborhood, 
the nursery school of her church, Taber- 
nacle Baptist Church. Recently, she staged 
a sellout Hazel Scott concert for the benefit 
of the scholarship program of Meharry 
Alumni Association. Meharry is Dr. Spaul- 
ding’s alma mater. 

Not too long ago, as Marva was about to 
go on the air to be interviewed about one 
of her many charity activities, a timorous 
assistant to the radio announcer whispered 
desperately: “How shall I introduce you? 
As the ex-Mrs. 


Marva smiled graciously. 


she should 


she 


cannot 


group 


Joe Louis?” 
“You may say 
that I am Mrs. Marva Spaulding,” she de- 
clared. 

“T don’t know why people assume that 
have to become enemies 
when they become divorced,” Mrs. 
“Certainly, they must 
wonderful 


married couples 
Marva 
Spaulding observes. 
something in 


have recognized 


each other if they thought enough of each 
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other to marry. Simply because the mar- 
riage didn’t work, it doesn’t mean that that 
omething wonderful was an illusion. Es- 
pecially, when children are involved, I 
think it’s the only intelligent thing for 
divorcees to remain friendly.” 

Perhaps the acid test of the depth of 
Joe’s friendship for Marva was supplied in 

few, scarcely-noticed lines of type in 

yspaper articles which announced that 
loe was to marry New York beautician 
Rose Morgan. The newspapers revealed 
that, just before Joe and Miss Morgan had 
permitted release of the announcement, 
Rose had spent a couple of days in Chi- 
igo visiting Marva. The silliest of ob- 
vers will conclude from this that Joe 
had insisted on an okay of his intended by 
ex. Not so. But Joe did want Marva, 

of his truest friends, to approve of the 
man who he was going to marry. This 

s a very natural thing and Joe Louis is a 

y natural man. 

\ classic example of affection which out- 
lasted a divorce decree is supplied in the 
story of Lil Armstrong, the conservatory- 
trained piano player who became Louis 
{rmstrong’s third wife. Not only have 
Louis and Lil remained the best of friends 

ut there is also a deeply genuine friend- 
hip between Lil and the present Mrs. 
\rmstrong—Lucille—who succeeded her. 

Lil visits the Armstrongs, practices her 
hobby as a modiste by making clothes for 
Lucille and suits for Louis, which he calls 
his “fine vines.” The present and former 
Mrs. Armstrong are often seen together. 

[his slays Louis. Speaking of Lil, he 
chortles: “When she walks down the street 

ith Lucille—my fourth wife— I love to 
watch ’em, ’cause someone yells, “Mrs. A” 
and they both turn around.” 

Lil reveals that on several occasions 
vhen she was in the company of Louis and 
Lucille, Satchmo introduced the two wom- 
en as “Mrs. Armstrong, the dancer” and 

Mrs. Armstrong, the piano player.” 
“T got to know Lucille because I didn’t 
nt folks to think I was just slipping 
around when I was in Louis’ company,” she 
explains. “Besides, neither Louis nor I 
have ever seen any reason why we shouldn’t 
be friends. People can be friendly, even if 
they’re not cut out to be husband and wife.” 

\ prominent Chicago marriage coun- 
ellor takes the extreme position that not 
only is it unusual for divorcees to be 
friends, but that persons who parted in 
marriage often make the best of friends 
after their matrimonial parting of the ways. 

“It makes good common sense,” this gen- 
tleman declares, “After all, one of the 
strongest bases of an attraction which leads 
to marriage is frequently the mutual rec- 
ognition of a kinship of ideas or interests, 
a striking of a common denominator in the 
art of exchanging companionship. During 
the period of courting, the down-to-earth 
problems which face married folk—the 
need to adjust to each other’s habits, the 
stress of making ends meet financially— 
these problems do not arise to confront peo- 
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ple. When they do arise in the marital re- 
lationship, perhaps either Mr. A. or Mrs. 
A. or both are unable to cope with them. 
Sometimes, there is an intelligent facing 
of issues and a calm agreement to disagree. 
Other times these issues and the confusion 
which they bring about cause quarrels, 
hurling of charges, temporary hatreds and 
sometimes even the infliction of physical 
or mental cruelty on one party by the other. 

“Usually, however—even in cases where 
ugliness has been allowed to color the re- 
lationship of divorcees—the very act of 
legal separation for life reveals to one or 
the other—perhaps both partners—those 
likeable. lovable qualities which first 
brought them together. Often, the very fact 
that they no longer have an obligation to 
each other makes the appreciation of these 
qualities more exaggerated than justified. 
Then too, since there is hardly ever a sit- 
uation when Mr. A. is completely right and 
Mrs. A. completely wrong—or vice versa— 
divorce brings to many people the realiza- 
tion that each one shares responsibility for 
failure of the marriage. The guilt complex 
which results frequently causes them to try 
to make up their debt to each other by ex- 
tending rare friendship and constantly 
proving that they feel no bitterness. 

In many instances, not only is there no 
bitterness—but, in fact an active desire to 
patch things up and start all over again. 
Take the case of Ella Fitzgerald and her 
ex-horn-playing husband, Ray Brown. Ella 
sued Ray for divorce in 1952, was granted 
her decree, became reconciled with him the 
same year and presented him with a hand- 
some cabin cruiser as a makeup gift. Ac- 
cording to Broadway columnist Dorothy 
Kilgallen, even after Ella filed papers for 
divorce in Mexico, she was seen dining 
with Ray nightly. Friends of both now say 
that reconciliation seems impossible but 
point out that “there is nothing either one 
of them wouldn’t do for the other.” 

Show business couples, once married, 
now divorced, often find it the sensible 
thing to adjust themselves to continue 
working with each other. After her di- 
vorce, Ella and Ray worked together har- 
moniously on tour with the frenetic Jazz 
At The Philharmonic Show. 

Sarah Vaughan and her onetime mu- 
sician husband, George Treadwell, consti- 
tute another example. While. seemingly, 
the love they once shared is extinct, Tread- 
well still guides the famed “Sassy’s” ca- 
reer, flies about the country setting up 
business arrangements and, from his 
Broadway offices, directs her fabulous ca- 
reer. 

Not too much is publicly known about 
one of the more seemingly ideal marriages 
which cracked up. When Dorothy Dan- 
dridge and Harold Nicholas came to the 
parting of the ways in 1950 (the decree 
was finalized the following year), it shocked 
many people who had looked upon the 
union as a truly happy one. Miss Dan- 
dridge had given up her work to devote 
herself to her marriage, but after the crash, 


she went back to the stage. She has ad- 


mitted that “throwing myself into my 
work” enabled her to forget. According to 
Winchell, Harold still carries a blazing 
torch for his shapely ex-mate. He’s quoted 
as once having said, while reminiscently 
discussing Dorothy: “When you got a gal 
in another town, you ain’t got no gal at 
all.” 

Like Ella and Ray Brown, Dandridge 
and Harold have worked together after 
their divorce. 

One quite famous bandleader has a for- 
mer mate who now serves as secretary for 
one of his enterprises. She’s an attractive, 
charming person and quite efficient. Ob. 
serving them together in an office situation 
one would never suspect they had ever 
shared a personal relationship as intimate 
as marriage. The bandleader has implicit 
faith in the lady’s handling of his affairs 
and she has a well-controlled but nonethe. 
less deep-seated esteem for him, both as a 
person and a personality. 

The lady in question has told her closest 
friends that at the time of the dissolution 
of their marriage, she was heartbroken and 
never believed she could face her ex-mate 
again. 

“But when he came to me and placed me 
in a position of trust with regard to his 
affairs, I found myself flattered and sud- 
denly having a new interest to occupy my 
time and attention. He confides in me 
about important business and_ personal 
matters and we now share a purely platonic 
friendship which gives me a pleasure which 
I think would have been absolutely impos- 
sible as long as we were man and wife.” 

A top-notch night club singer who di- 
vorced a beautiful girl and married an- 
other, equally beautiful, has worked out 
his situation with a maximum of pleasant- 
ness. Wife No. 1 and wife No. 2 are the 
most intimate of friends. The three of them 
are constantly seen in public. Once queried 
about her attitude on the situation, Wife 
No. 1 is quoted as having declared: 

“Well, I couldn’t get along with him 
when we were married. But he’s a changed 
man now since he’s really in love. As for 
his new wife, why shouldn’t I be friends 
with her? I admire her taste.” 

Very few people who know something of 
the story of the great gospel singer, Maha- 
lia Jackson, know that her marriage was 
ended because of conflicts between wedded 
bliss and her career. Miss Jackson de 
scribes her former husband, Ike Hocken- 
fell, as a “very wonderful man.” 

Mahalia and Ike were married long be 
fore the Chicago singer had earned a for 
tune and international fame. These days, 
like many women who have arrived at 4 
state of affluence, Mahalia meets some men 
who might be classified as fortune-hunters 

“Ike was different. He didn’t want me 
for my money,” she observes logically 
enough. “I didn’t have any.” 

In fact, Ike was a generous provider, 
showered her with attentions and gifts. The 
fly in the ointment, Mahalia says, was his 
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jealousy over the time she had to put into 
her work and the fact that her tours and 
travels brought her into innocent but 
friendly association with many ministers, 
male gospel singers, newspapermen and 
others. 

As the demands on her time increased, 
the tension between the two increased. 

“Finally, we had to face the facts and 
agree to disagree,” Mahalia declares. 

There is a sadness in her eyes as she ad- 
mits this, but she adds, by way of compen- 
sation: “We are still very good friends.” 

And they are. Intimates of Mahalia’s re- 
call that whenever an important milestone 
is approached in her career, she calls her 
former husband and tells him all the de- 
tails. 

When Miss Jackson made her nation- 
wide radio debut, a program which had 
heen studio-taped for re-broadcast, two or 
three of her closest friends gathered at her 
home to hear the show. Mahalia, always 
extremely modest about her own abilities, 
was nervous as a cat as she waited for the 
program to begin. Seconds before the 
eventful moment arrived, the bell rang and 
astout, neatly dressed, pleasant man came 
inthe door. Mahalia’s face lit up as they 
greeted each other. 

“I felt like something was missing be- 
fore you got here,” she said. 

The new arrival was the husband with 
whom she couldn’t get along—or perhaps 
who couldn’t get along with her—but who 
is, today, one of her closest friends. 

“When I get rid of a man, I don’t ever 
want to lay eyes on him again,” many 
women are prone to say. And men often 
echo a like sentiment. But there have been 
thousands of divorcees who disagree—who 
believe that marital separation by law 
should be no barrier to friendship. And 
many of them have proven that divorcees 


can be friends. THE END 





I Married 
My Sister’s Husband 


(Continued from Page 25) 


his usual calm self, quietly moving about 
like the good host he was, seeing that the 
guests at his frat house enjoyed themselves 
—and making certain that the gay young 
collegians didn’t carry their fun-making 
too far. 

And that, true to her nature, was ex- 
actly what June did. 

After sipping whisky from a_ pocket 
fask Jim had secreted in the pantry, June 
suddenly went into a wild, twisting solo 
dance—a tantalizing, sexy bit of art that 
drew bravos from the males and left some 
coeds envious and others disgusted. I was 
disgusted, and embarrassed. 

When Jim playfully lifted her to the top 
ofthe baby grand piano, her dancing be- 
tame even more suggestive. I grabbed her 
hand in anger, pulled her to the floor and, 
with Ted’s help, took her home. 
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[ was still at my perennial job of caring 
for June—I was still my sister’s keeper. 
Only now I had help from strong, silent, 
dependable Ted, who was hopelessly in 
love with June. 

Somehow, by one of those strange twists 
of fate, Ted with all his strength, his char- 
icter and his intelligence could never tear 
himself from the spell of my weak, fun- 
loving, simple-minded sister. No more than 
[| could tear myself from Jim Steele, whose 
eregarious type of affection completely 
»verpowered me. 

Immediately after our commencement 
exercises Ted married June and I married 
jim in a big double wedding in the uni- 
ersity chapel, and after an exciting two- 

eek vacation to Niagara Falls and Can- 
ida we settled down in a cute little duplex 

n a quiet suburb of University City, where 
led and Jim had opened a thriving real 
estate agency. 

For a while we lived the lives of quiet, 
happy suburbanites. Ted and Jim seemed 
o be the ideal of partners, Jim—outgoing 
ind sociable—closed as many deals on the 
fairways and in the club rooms of the 

untry club as he did within the office, 
ind Ted, the shrewd, level-headed busi- 
nessman, fitted in perfectly where Jim 
couldn’t fit. Theirs was a young and thriv- 
ing business, a business with a future. 
June, however, soon started to show signs 
of restlessness. 

Her trips to University City became 
nore frequent and longer—and invariably 
vhen she returned she’d show signs of 
drinking. 

Usually when June was away on one of 
her unexplained trips, Ted would come in 
from the office tired and weary from a hard 
day’s work and find her absent. Then he’d 
calmly come downstairs, wait for Jim to 
come in from his afternoon round of golf, 
eat with us, then return to their side of 
the duplex and patiently wait for June. 


| [ WAS ON JUST such an evening as 
this when the situation came to its first 
showdown. Ted, usually a calm man with 
admirable restraint, was restless and edgy 
when he walked into the apartment: 
‘“Where’s June?” he asked impatiently. 

‘T don’t know exactly,” I answered. Then 
recalling that she had yelled in through 
the kitchen screen door before she drove 
off in their convertible, I added: 

She did say she’d do some shopping 
in University City. In fact, she asked me 
if I needed anything.” 

led, who was pacing restlessly about 
he room, stopped, looked at the clock on 
the wall, then looked at his wrist watch: 

‘But Janie, you know she couldn’t be 
still shopping now. The stores close at 4:30 
and it only takes three-quarters of an hour 
to drive home.” He walked to a window, 
somberly puffing on his pipe. When he 
igain faced me, there was a pained, ques- 
tioning expression on his face: 

“T don’t like this, Jane. I don’t know 
what’s happening to June. She seems to be 


t 
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growing more restless each day. I’ve tried 
for a long time to avoid saying anything 
about it. I hoped that maybe I was wrong 
and that whatever it was she’d snap out 
of it. 

“JT didn’t want to show that I’d noted the 
difference in her—I hoped against hope 
that you hadn’t noticed it. But now it’s 
beyond me. Janie, I need your help—you 
know more, and can do more, with June 
than anyone else.” 

Ted turned his back and walked back to 
the window, expectantly puffing his pipe 
as he waited my reply. I walked to his side, 
feeling an urge to press his handsome 
young head to my bosom and stroke the 
weariness from his troubled mind—and at 


the same time erase the troublesome 
thoughts that pervaded my own mind about 
my sister. 


“Don’t worry Teddy, June’ll be all right. 
She’s just a young, lively, urban-minded 
girl who hasn’t yet gotten accustomed to 
small-town living. She has no hobbies and 
no particular pastime to keep her occu- 
pied, and now that the novelty of marriage 
has worn off, she’s despondent — still 
clutching for some of the thrills of youth. 

“June hasn’t yet learned that with mar- 
riage many of the thrills of youth die, never 
to return. She doesn’t know that you must 
replace adolescent pursuits with pursuits 
that are more mature, more enduring.” 

As I talked I had slipped my arm 
through Ted’s and led him into the sun 
parlor, where I now sat facing him on the 
sofa: 

“What June needs more than anything 
else right now Ted, is a baby,” I leaned 
across the sofa, resting my hand on Ted’s 
arm. 

He put his hand over mine, squeezed it 
and smiled: 

“A baby! Why I hadn’t thought of that. 
We’ve been planning so closely we didn’t 
feel as if’ we could afford a baby for at 
least a couple of years. But if you think a 
baby would make June happy I’m all for 
it.” 

“Good,” I exclaimed excitedly, 
thinking of my own plight, I added: 

“Were I capable of having a baby, we’d 
have one of our own right now. I love 
them.” 

We could hear June’s car coming up the 
driveway that led to the two-car garage 
behind the duplex. Ted jumped up from 
the sofa, smiled, stopped to kiss me lightly 
on the forehead, and ran down to greet 
June. 


then 


UNE HAD HER BABY, a strapping, 

lusty-lunged youngster who was the ex- 
act image of Ted—a youngster who seemed 
to make everybody in the two families ex- 
tremely happy and proud except June, who 
seemed only partially interested in the 
child. Instead of devoting more time to 
her son, her family, and her home, June 
actually seemed to resent the fact that they 
kept her tied down. 

By the time Teddy, Jr. was three, June 


was again making regular trips to the 
night spots and gin mills of University 
City, and Ted—more busy than ever he. 
cause Jim was spending more time in the 
club rooms and on the golf courses—was 
again becoming concerned. 

“T thought we had resolved this problem 
four years ago, Jane,” he said one night, 
“For a while it seemed we had won the 
battle, but now I wonder. In fact, it seems 
we've lost ground—June has more respon. 
sibilities than ever before, but here of late 
she’s been spending more and more time 
away from home.” 

Ted took a lighter from his pocket, lit 
his pipe and puffed reflectively as he 
leaned against the molding of my kitchen 
watching Ted Jr. playing among his toys 
on my back porch. 

“T don’t know what we’d do without you 
Janie. You’re more of a mother to little 
Teddy than June is. I’ve already noticed 
that he’s more attached to you than he js 
to his own mother. In fact, Janie, some. 
times I find myself thinking that you're 
even more of a wife to me than my own 
wife. 

“Forgive me for saying this, but six 
years haven’t begun to make June a house. 
wife. Yet, for some unexplainable reason, 
I'll never stop loving that woman. Maybe 
I’m foolishly in love, Janie, but it’s the 
only love I’ve ever known.” 

Tears were streaming down my cheeks 
as I watched Ted sweep little Ted—who 
was excitedly shouting “Daddy, Daddy. 
Daddy”— 

My tears quickly turned to anger, how- 
ever, when I heard June’s car come to a 
halt in the driveway by the back porch. 
She was on the bottom step of the stair- 
way to their apartment when I went to the 
kitchen door and called her. 

When she walked past me to enter the 
kitchen I could smell the heavy odor of 
liquor on her breath. She walked unstead- 
ily to the kitchen nook and sat by the 
window. Her condition made me blindly 
and recklessly angry—angry enough t 
invade the privacy of her domestic affair 
for the first time: 

“How could you, June? How could you 
be so careless and low-down?” I pleaded 
angrily. 

“What are you talking about, Janie’ 
Why’re you shouting at me like this— 
haven’t done anything .. .” 

“You haven’t done anything,” I inter 
rupted hotly. “No you haven’t done any: 
thing except practically abandon you 





three-year-old son, a husband who is hope 
lessly in love with you, and your home!” 
She looked at me incredulously—unable 
to believe that this raving individual was 
her once quiet, complacent, ever-peaceful 
twin sister. 

“When are you going to grow up, June, 
I grabbed her by both shoulders, shaking 
her violently, “when’re you gonna stop 
disgracing all of us?” I stopped shaking 
her, she stared at me in blank disbelie! 
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then dropped her head to the table, sob- 
bing convulsively. 

Feeling sorry for my sudden, angry out- 
burst, I put my arm around June’s shoul- 
ders and slipped into the nook beside her: 

“T didn’t mean to hurt you darling,” I 
spoke compassionately. “I’ve been a sister, 
a mother, a companion, and a confidant to 
you as long as I can remember and, if I 
can help it. I’m not going to stand by and 
watch you ruin your family and your life.” 
[ helped her up from the bench in the 
nook and guided her toward the kitchen 
door. 

“You have a wonderful home, June—a 
fine. healthy boy and a steady, intelligent 
husband that most any woman would give 
her right arm to claim as her own.” I 
opened the back door and June, wiping the 
last tears from her face. walked slowly out. 

“Now go up there,” I urged, patting her 
on the back, “and make them, and your- 
self, happy.” 

June did go upstairs to her family and 
she made them very happy—that was until 
one morning I awakened to find an en- 
velope. which had been slipped beneath 
my kitchen door. I snatched it up, ripped 
it open and feverishly read its contents: 
DEAR JANIE: 

I'VE TRIED HARD FOR SIX YEARS, 
BUT I JUST CAN’T MAKE IT. TED’S A 
WONDERFUL GUY. BUT TOO GOOD 
FOR ME—WE’RE TWO POLES APART. 
HE’S TOO QUIET, TOO CONSERVA- 
TIVE AND TOO SOBER. I NEED LIFE 
—NOISE, PARTIES, AND PEOPLE, 
PEOPLE, PEOPLE. TAKE CARE OF MY 
SON. MY HOME AND MY HUSBAND 
AS YOU’VE ALWAYS DONE. TED 
LEFT EARLY FOR A TRIP OUT OF 
TOWN AND LITTLE TEDDY IS 
ASLEEP. DON’T TRY TO FIND ME, 


LEAVE ME ALONE—WE’LL ALL BE 
HAPPIER THIS WAY. 
JUNE 
RUSHED UP the _ back stairway, 


through June’s kitchen into the room 
where little Teddy was peacefully asleep. 
I took him into my arms, walked into the 
master bedroom, and fell across the bed, 
my body racked with heart-breaking sobs. 

Ted was heartbroken over the disap- 
pearance of June, and after an extensive 
two-week search—in which he enrolled the 
help of police and private detective agen- 
cies—proved fruitless, he returned home, 
beaten and tired—to take up his work 
where he’d left off. He came home to re- 
build his life around little Teddy, who was 
not now the only ray of light piercing the 
gloom that June’s absence cast over our 
little world. 

The gloom was deepened by Jim, who 
was now spending more time than ever 
away from the office and coming home later 
and later from his golf engagements at the 
country club. Jim came walking in one 
night at nine o’clock, his breath smelling 
of liquor. 

“Why’re you so late Jim,” I asked as he 
walked in, “I’ve been keeping your dinner 


warm since 6:15. Ted has eaten and I’ve 
put little Teddy to bed already, and now 
you're just getting in. Why don’t you 
phone me, Jim? Why don’t you let me 
know what’s happening? Do you want me 
to worry about you all the time?” 

“Questions, questions, that’s all I ever 
get from you.” he shouted, slamming his 
golf clubs into the kitchen closet. “Whadda 
you care what I do. You’re not concerned 
with me, it’s always Teddy and little Ted- 
dy; yes, Teddy and little Teddy, and then 
the dregs of your time and affection go to 
Jim.” He turned and stormed toward the 
living room. 

“Jim, Jim, don’t talk like that.” I put a 
restraining hand on his arm. “Jim, I’m 
only trying to help. They’re part of us and 
I’m only trying to keep us together and 
happy. They need me Jim just as much as 
you do—in fact, right now they need me 
more than you do. I have to be your wife, 
and it seems, as always, I also have to 
double for June, too.” 

Jim tore his arm from my hand, and 
stomped into the living room. 

“So I don’t need you. Your first thoughts 
are not of your husband, but of Ted and 
little Teddy. First you say it ain’t so,” he 
turned back toward me as I followed him 
into the living room and sneered, “and now, 
finally, you admit it.” 

“Jim, Jim darling.” I cried, “you’ve 
distorted everything — you’ve completely 
twisted my words. I love you. I love you 
more than anything on earth. Why don’t 
you understand me,” I pleaded, “why don’t 
you just try to understand?” 

“Understand, understand, I never under- 
stand. You treat me like a child. Nobody 
ever understands anything but you. You 
try to run everybody’s life. You control 
Ted and Teddy Jr., you scold June and 
tell her how to run her life, then run her 
away. Now you're abusing me. I won’t take 
i, i take it,” 
stormed out of the house. 

I was on the porch tearfully pleading 
with Jim when he angrily leaped into the 


won't he screamed, and 


car, sent it screeching down the driveway 
and roared wildly off into the night. 

When Jim failed to return that night 
and did not report to the office the next 
day I became hysterical and frightened, 
and only Ted’s calm assurance prevented 
me from collapsing completely. The fol- 
lowing weeks were harrowing weeks filled 
with questions, police reports, newspaper 
reporters and sympathetic neighbors. 

Finally I became convinced that Jim, 
like June, was undomesticated — he was 
wild and carefree and now that he was 
“free,” he’d never return. I eased the pain 
of my heavy heart by showering more de- 
votion upon Ted and little Teddy, who was 
now little toddler 
around the house calling me “Mommy.” I 


an angelic romping 
was wrapping all my hopes in little Teddy, 
and rebuilding my life around Ted—I was 
falling in love with my sister’s husband. 


A love that burned deeply and fiercely, but 
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a love I was ashamed to admit—a love that 
somehow I felt was sinful. 
As the days rolled into weeks and the 
weeks into months I became increasingly 
love with Ted and little Teddy—zeal- 
isly caring for them, bustling about the 
) apartments cooking, and washing and 
crubbing. Meanwhile, Ted worked night 
and day taking up the slack in the business 
was left by Jim’s absence—always 
oping and wishing, and confident, that 
dq return. 
[he strong hurting love for Ted I had to 
ppress caused me to toss restlessly in my 
leep and sometimes cry out in the night 
the abysmal futility of it. Then one 
ight Ted, like a beacon, pierced the dark- 
s that engulfed our two lost ships toss- 
aimlessly on the black sea of fear and 
lecision. 
had just told little Teddy a beditme 
ory and left him sleeping peacefully, his 
ttle hand tightly clutching a child’s story 
book. I took one last look at Teddy’s little 
m. busy among his fairyland dreams, 
tched off the light, and turned to tiptoe 
of the room when I recognized a dark 
standing behind me. I started to 
cream, but no sound came from my terri- 
fied being. Then I went limp—I felt my- 
elf sinking deep into a ringing well of 


blackness... 


\Y HEN I CAME TO, I heard Ted’s 
voice pleading: 
Jane, Janie darling, can you hear me? 
Janie, Janie, are you all right?” 

[ was slowly regaining consciousness 
ind finally realized I was in Ted’s room 
nd that Ted was holding me gently in his 
arms, pleading for me to regain conscious- 


I smiled and nodded. Then he swept me 
his arms, frantically smothering my 
and face with kisses. 

[ didn’t mean to hurt you, sweetheart,” 


he said. “I didn’t want to scare you to 
death. I just wanted you to know how much 
I love you.” 


Oh, don’t talk, darling,” I sighed hap- 
pily, as I returned his burning kisses. 
I’ve loved you all these months, but was 
ifraid to tell you. This isn’t right Ted, we 
can’t go on like this. It’s too much for both 


Your love could not have been any 
stronger than mine,” Ted countered, pull- 
ing me from the bed to an upright position 
and crushing my body to his. 

When I walked into little Teddy’s bed- 
room and watched you tuck him in and 
kiss him goodnight darling, I just couldn’t 
restrain myself any longer. My love for you 
had grown too strong to resist—I just 
couldn’t stand it any longer.” 

But Ted, this is wrong,” I cried. “We 
can't do this. We can’t live here like this, 
feeling as we do toward one another. 
What’s to become of us darling?” I threw 
myself sobbing on the bed. I felt Ted move 


to the bed beside me, his hand softly 
stroked my hair as he talked. 

“It’s neither wrong nor sinful, Janie. It’s 
just that Destiny meant us for one another 
from the beginning, and since we were too 
blind to see it, Fate has put us together— 
and together we must stay, forever.” 

“T’ll never leave you,” I cried as I turned 
and was again smothered by Ted’s hot 
kisses. “I couldn’t live without you and lit- 
tle Teddy, and I'll never again leave you.” 
Then, thinking of Jim and June, I turned 
from Ted’s arms and again burst into tears. 

“We can’t do it Ted, we can’t do it,” I 
sobbed. “We’re not free.” 

“But we can be free, sweetheart,” Ted 
protested. “We can be free very soon.” Ted 
walked to his dresser, opened a drawer, 
and extracted a sheath of papers: 

“T filed for a divorce from June a week 
ago, on grounds of desertion. I decided 
that even should June return we’d never 
go back together again. The heartache and 
damage that June has caused all of us is 
irreparable. We're too different, things 
could never be the same again.” Ted sighed 
as if he’d relieved his mind of a burden- 
some problem. 

“IT feel the same way, Ted,” I spoke, 
reminiscing as the words flowed out. “I 
mothered June and I mothered Jim—who 
at best has never been anything other than 
a big, overgrown child. I’d never be able 
to do it again Ted. They’ve drained too 
much out of me—all the love and affection 
I have within my being must go for you 
and little Teddy. I'll file for a divorce from 
Jim tomorrow.” 

“Good,” Ted smiled and kissed me. 
“Now let’s get you downstairs and tucked 
into bed.” 


WAS STILL FLUSH with excitement, 

and somewhat overwhelmed with the 
sudden happy turn of events when [ left 
the office of my lawyer the next day. How- 
ever, the doubts that pervaded my mind 
because of my emotional ties with June and 
Jim were allayed by Rev. John Claymour, 
the campus chaplain who had officiated at 
our double wedding seven years previously. 

“I’m happy you came, Janie,” he smiled 
as he guided me to an overstuffed chair by 
the desk in his study, “I’ve been more than 
casually interested in your case — even 
since the very beginning. 

Startled by his statement, I looked into Rev. 
Claymour’s friendly brown eyes, trying 
to grasp the real significance of his words. 

Rev. Claymour walked behind the big 
mahogany desk, leaned back in his swivel 
chair and continued talking: 

“I knew even when you kids were in the 
puppy-love stage that the Law of Opposites 
was in motion—I knew the wrong girl was 
being swept off her feet by the wrong boy 
and vice versa. 

“IT thought—and hoped—that in the nat- 
ural course of events your individual per- 
sonalities would correct this condition. 
Even when you became engaged I hoped 
for the best,” he paused, “but when you 





came before me to say your vows I knew 
it was too late—I said the vows with a 
silent prayer, a fervent prayer that some. 
where along the line both couples could 
find a way to make the inevitable adjust. 
ment and find happiness and success to 
gether.” 

Rev. Claymour talked on, disclosing 
amazing knowledge of our lives, even down 
to Ted’s suit for divorce from June. 

“I knew that you two would eventually 
fall in love after you’d recovered from the 
shock of the twin misfortunes, Janie. | 
knew for a long time that you were more 
of a mother and a housewife to the Strongs 
than was June, and in recent weeks when 
I stood in the pulpit and saw you and the 
two Teds attending services together | 
knew my hunches were all coming true, 
I knew that finally, after seven long years, 
you'd found one another.” 

“But Rev. Claymour,” I interrupted, “is 
it right? Is it right in the eyes of God? 
Can I love my sister’s husband? Can I 
have Ted and Teddy Jr. for my own?” The 
tears were flowing again and Rev. Clay- 
mour walked back around the big desk and 
softly stroked my hair. 

“Daughter, this match was made in 
Heaven. You kids have worked hard, you’ve 
been honest, clean and _ straightforward, 
and if ever I’ve seen two people who de- 
serve one another, you are they.” 

“But Rev. Claymour,” I interrupted 
again, “June is my sister. Right or wrong, 
she’s still my sister.” 

“But daughter, it’s you who'll have to 
decide whether to stand beside a foster- 
sister who’s never been strong enough to 
stand on her own feet or marry the man 
you have every right to love and obey. But 
whatever you decide to do, I think for the 
sake of good taste you should ask Ted to 
move out of the duplex until the divorces 
are final and you’ve made up your mind.” 

“And should you marry,” he continued, 
“T’d advise you to go afar and start out 
anew. Too many narrow-minded people 
would never understand that your union is 
legal and moral in the eyes of God. May 
God bless you.” 

Rey. Claymour motioned me toward his 
study door and as I turned to thank him 
before leaving I detected tears in the cor- 
ners of his twinkling brown eyes. I walked 
out of the church completely happy for the 
first time since June left our duplex. 


WO MONTHS LATER, on the eve of 

our wedding, I heard the screech of 
automobile tires as a car, traveling at high 
speed, turned into the drive of the duplex 
and skidded to a stop beside the house. 
Ted rushed breathlessly into the house, his 
face flush with excitement. 

“Janie, Janie, look,” he shouted, holding 
out a telegram before him, “it’s from Jim 
and June.” 

I anxiously took the telegram. A sinking 
came in the pit of my stomach. I wheeled 
and ran into my bedroom, frightful of what 
I might read. Afraid that maybe they'd be 
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oming back to cut the last golden links 
to the chain that would soon bring eternal 
appiness to Teddy, Teddy, Jr. and myself. 

The telegram came from Mexico City: 

FORGIVE US OUR WEAKNESSES 
\ND SINS STOP WE ARE FINDING A 
MEASURE OF HAPPINESS TOGETH- 
ER STOP MAY GOD FORGIVE US AND 
BLESS YOU ALL 

JUNE AND JIM 

I crumbled the telegram and let it fall 
t my feet as I turned and fell into Ted’s 
itstretched arms, sobbing tears of happi- 
“Are you and Teddy ready to travel 
yveetheart,” Ted left the bedroom and 
yvalked into the living room, his eyes rov- 
ng across the barren floor to the furniture 
) the corner, clearly marked for shipment 


to California. 

“We’re all set,” I smiled proudly, waving 
my hand at the nearly-packed, stacked 
suitcases on the floor next to the door, 
“we'll move out as soon as Rev. Claymour 
solemnizes our union tomorrow morning.” 

“Why all the delay,” he smiled mischiev- 
ously, “let’s get this show on the road to- 
night.” 

“Darling, darling,” I shouted, 
throwing myself into Ted’s arms. “Oh, 
darling, this is the happiest moment of my 
life—this is the moment I'll cherish for- 
ever.” 

An hour later Rev. Claymour wrote the 
end to his private little story of our futile 
fight against the Law of Opposites—he dis- 
pensed God’s blessing as I married my sis- 


ter’s husband. THE END 


again 





MY WIFE’S SECRET PASSION 


(Continued from Page 35) 


ed when we decided—soon after grad- 
ition from high school—that we wanted 
cet married. Even though both families 
id dreamed of our going to college, our 
cision to become Mr. and Mrs. solved a 
problem for them. It was a problem they 
ften thought about but didn’t dare do 
ore than hint about. 
Just about that time, there seemed to be 
1 rash of hasty marriages in our set—mar- 
ges swiftly resorted to because a num- 
ver of the girls involved had gotten. them- 
elves into trouble and were going to have 
babies. Then there were some more tragic 
cases where the boy who’d gotten a girl in 
1 family way ran away from his respon- 
sibility, bringing community shame on the 
deserted girls. We’d even witnessed one 
case where a shame-struck girl named 
Viarva Kendall had locked herself up in 
the kitchen of her home, turned on the gas 
ind done away with herself. All because 
he couldn’t face her parents with the 
ruth 
Ellen’s folks and mine always trusted 
rhey’d done their best to point out the 
penalties and disadvantages of going too 
far in pre-marriage love-making and left 
the rest to us. The result was that, even 
hough we shared a tremendous physical 
ittraction, we had managed to keep out of 
any extreme wrongdoing. But being to- 
gether so much and wanting each other 
so badly was making it increasingly tough 
That’s one of the main reasons we 
agreed to tie the knot at such an early age. 
From the thrilling day Ellen and I ran 
nerrily down the steps of her dad’s two-flat 
on the West Side, pelted by a shower of 
| rice, got into my dependable but ancient 
Chevvy and headed for Grand Rapids, 
Michigan, for our honeymoon, our life to- 
gether developed into an almost unbeliev- 
ably happy idyll. 

If we had believed ourselves in love, we 
| knew then and during the years to follow 
that we had only been playing at love. 
Everything we did—simple, everyday things 


on us. 


-o 
IO 


—was adventure. I got a job at a candy 
factory and Ellen was employed, part-time, 
as a receptionist in a doctor’s office. In the 
beginning, I’d manfully resisted her going 
out to work. But she won me over to her 
point of view, especially when we moved 
out of a small kitchenette place into a 
charming two and one-half room apart- 
ment which we went into debt to furnish. 

Ellen wasn’t working when we made the 
reckless move—reckless for us with the 
cost of living as it was, hardly any money 
in the bank and my salary, a far from 
startling figure. The night before we 
moved, Ellen confronted me with a set of 
carefully computed figures in a small note- 
book. 

“This is our budget, darling,” 
nounced. 

I scanned the list rapidly. My heart 
sank. The total came to a figure greater 
than my income by about one hundred dol- 
lars a month. I noticed she had included 
a small weekly sum for banking and sev- 
eral other items which we had been forced 
to forego during the few months of our 
marriage. 

“But, sweetheart, how .. .?” I began 
helplessly. I’d never been too much con- 
cerned with figures, budgets and the like 
and was beginning to realize that we had 
no doubt bitten off more than we could 
chew by taking the new place and creating 
installment debts for furniture. 

She interrupted me. 

“I know what you’re going to say,” 
Ellen said. There was a delightful twinkle 
in her eyes. “You’re going to say that we 
don’t have enough income for a budget like 
that. I know we don’t. That’s why I ar- 
ranged to get myself a part-time job, start- 
ing tomorrow morning. Now, don’t inter- 
rupt me, Billy dear. I know you’ve been 
saying I shouldn’t work. But who wants to 
stay cooped up in a little box of a place 
like this all our lives? We’ve got to better 
our condition and if we don’t start now, 
we'll get into the worst kind of rut. I'll be 


she an- 


working for a very nice doctor named 
Clark—in the Medical Associates Center, 
He’s paying me thirty a week and carfare 
and [ll still have half a day at home to be 
your little housewife.” 

My first reaction was a typical male one 
—a proud young husband reflex. Then, in 
a flash, I saw the pleading in Ellen’s eyes, 
realized that I had one of those wonderful 
wives who wants to be a partner, not just a 
dependent. I had trouble keeping back 
the tears from my eyes. 

“Okay, lover,” I said softly. “You win.” 


WE WERE SO HAPPY with the new 
apartment. We were like children, 
making plans to do interesting things with 
it, finding bargains. Within the next eight. 
een months, we had paid off all our out. 
standing debts. We were beginning to put 
more money in the bank and the bank book 
was a thing of joy and pride. To top it all 
off, I got promoted to foreman of my divi- 
sion with a healthy raise and increased 
responsibility. I don’t think it would have 
been possible for two people to be happier, 
It was then I made my first mistake, 
Like the gamblers say, some people can't 
stand prosperity. My male ego dictated 
that Ellen must now quit her job with Dr. 
Clark. I closed eyes and ears to all the 
evidence and arguments that this was an 
unwise decision. I rode rough-shod over 
Ellen’s protestations that she loved the job, 
that keeping it would make it possible for 
us to make that much more _ progress 
rapidly. 

“Why, some day, we’ll even be able to 
buy our own home, Billy,” Ellen argued. 
She was close to tears. 

I was adamant. I told myself that I was 
making my stand because of consideration 
for Ellen; because I wanted to establish 
her as the queen of my household, rather 
than making her go out to struggle in the 
workday world. Actually, what I was doing 
was catering to my own sense of import: 
ance. We had a stormy time about the 
issue—the first time we’d quarrelled about 
anything. Then, abruptly, Ellen surrend- 
ered. I sensed in her a feeling of defeat 
and | worried inwardly as to whether I had 
been right. But I accepted her surrender. 

Having taken my stand, it became a mat- 
ter of pride with me that I must prove to 
my wife how wise I had been. I must make 
such marked progress on my job that she 
would some day admit that, after all, the 
old-fashioned idea of the man being the 
breadwinner was as sound as ever. At least. 
that was the way I felt. The company 
which employed me was a giant corpora 
tion. There was plenty of opportunity for 
a man, willing to sacrifice, to climb. I re 





solved to work so conscientiously that | 
would be moved even higher than foreman 
—perhaps to one of those juicy jobs where 
a group of foremen would be under my 
supervision. Then, who knew, I might get 
right into the front office some day. 

I began accepting overtime assignments, 
working ten, sometimes twelve hours a day. 
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lenrolled in one of the schools conducted 
by the company on Saturdays. 

At first Ellen was delighted by my con- 
suming ambition—and also by the fat pay- 
checks which it was producing. Then, 
gradually, I began to notice a change in 
her. She wasn’t the laughing, care-free girl 
J had married. She had moods of dejec- 
tion and brooding silence. So blinded had 
I become with my determination to succeed 
that I didn’t even have sense enough to 
realize that my wife was lonely; that my 
being away from home so much and being 
so knocked out with fatigue when I did get 
home had resulted in her feeling neglected 
and starved for affection. 

But Ellen never said a word. Bravely, 
she tried to hide her desperate loneliness. 
She tried to conquer it by finding other 
interests. 

There was plenty of money these days. 
We could afford luxuries. One of the dom- 
jnant interests Ellen developed was collect- 
ing records. Proudly, I presented her with 
a fabulous birthday gift—fabulous in our 
eyes anyway—an expensive hi-fi set. Ellen 
was enraptured with this and the piles of 
records stacked higher and higher each 
week. I felt a fond indulgence toward this 
hobby of my wife’s. I believed that now 
she was beginning to realize that I loved 
her enough to sacrifice my time and 
strength in order to give her the best. I 
splurged on a costly record cabinet to hold 
her precious disks. 

Ellen’s interest began to expand. Not 
only was she interested in records, but also 
in the recording artists. She bought the 
fan magazines, the entertainment trade 
newspapers and devoured the entertain- 
ment sections of JET, and other national 
publications. She soon knew the history, 
background and even the eating habits of 
the famous stars of the jukebox. She was 
like a kid with a brand new toy. I believed 
my wife to be terribly happy. I couldn’t 
know that her hectic, almost fanatical ab- 
sorption with the stars of the wax world 
was an almost psychopathic cover-up for 
the horrible emptiness of her life. 

It didn’t faze me the least when Ellen 
got on the “Mr. H.” kick. 

“Mr. H.” isn’t actually Mr. H. at all. 
Mr. H. is a fabulous recording star, so 
fantastically beloved by screaming teen- 
agers and swooning women all over Amer- 
ica that, if I mentioned his true initial, 
you would immediately know to whom I 
refer. He is an artist with a superb voice, 
an insidiously effective sexy technique of 
putting over a song and with a handsome 
face and the body of a young god. 

It wasn’t unnatural that a record devotee 
like Ellen should elect him her favorite. 
Thousands and thousands of young girls 
and women all over the country had done 
the same. 

But most of those adoring thousands 
would never meet “Mr. H,” would never be 
in his company, would never know his lips 
upon theirs. How was I to guess that my 
sweet Ellen, my faithful wife would? 
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—says National Champion 
Hair Stylist, Ruby Rowell 


Let Me Prove Your Short, Thin Hair 
Can Now Look Glamourously Longer! 


Now—you can have longer-looking, 
shinier hair for those new ultra-feminine 
hair-dos . . . easy to swirl, curl and brush 
up or under! In new glamour- length hair- 
dos! Amazing Long-Aid helps relieve hair 
brittleness, ugly dandruff, itching scalp . 
dresses hair, conditions hair and scalp like 
nothing else! Check hair beauty you want 
below. Send coupon now for Long-Aid and 
I'll prove you can have lovelier hair i in just 
3 days or it won’t cost you a penny! 


WHAT'S THE SECRET? 


It’s in the jar—that’s the secret! Long-Aid 
dresses hair . . . conditions hair and scalp 
like nothing else with 3 wonder-working 
ingredients. 

First, extra-rich lanolin relieves your dry 
thirsty scalp with nature’s own oil... helps 
hair look glamourously longer, softer, 
shinier. 

Second, Long-Aid’s amazing new dis- 
cove iy coats every hair with a greaseless 
shield. Absolutely keeps edges straighter, 
new hair straighter ... helps keep hair 
from “going back!” 

Third, miracle new K-7 kills certain scalp 
bacteria, helps relieve awful itching-irrita- 
tion. Helps keep hair fresh, clean-smelling. 





MY PROMISE: 


I’ve seen Long- Aid’ 's sensational action on 
thousands of women’s hair. Whether you’re 
5 or 55, you don’t have to be ashamed of 
your hair. Long-Aid gives you pretty hair 
SO FAST your friends will look in wonder. 


SEND FOR FREE HAIR STYLE CHART! 


Get New Hair Chart FREE with your 
order. Actual photos of Long-Aid models 
= latest hair styles direct from New York 

. Paris... Italy! 
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Long-Aid Hot on Treatment with Lanolin. Relieves 

a Dandruft Remover Shampoo with. Lano- 
lin. Cleans without removing natural oils. (Reg. 50c) 
Long-Aid Hair Cream (Liquid). New! For condi- 
* famous all-in-one preparation. 
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(0 Longer-Looking Hair 
Sleek, Shining 
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Don’t delay! Every day your 
hair gets more starved for 
Long-Aid care! Order Long- 
Aid at once by mail as thou- 
sands do. Use 3 days. It must 
do all we promise, or your 
money back and no questions 
asked ... you keep Long-Aid 
as free gift! Long-Aid in lush 


= jar, only $1.10. Long-Aid 
ompany, Memphis, Tennes- 
see. 
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I did know that she talked about him 
constantly. I knew that she formed a fan 
club of youngsters who followed his every 

ve. I knew that she read every word 

1t was printed about him and kept a 

book of clippings on him. I knew 
that whenever a “Mr. H” record was re- 
leased, Ellen was one of the first to buy it. 

| kidded her about Mr. H. 

You talk. sleep. eat and dream that 
man’s very career, don’t you, baby?” I said 
to Ellen one day, jokingly affectionate 

out it. 

Ellen looked at me with dreamy eyes. 

He’s only the greatest,” she said. It 

nded like a four-word sigh. 

You’re a little screwball,” I told her, 
tousling her hair. 

[ didn’t give Ellen’s devotion to Mr. H. 

erious thought. My plan for progress 
on the job was paying off. I began to hear 

yrs that I was in line for another pro- 
Only six short months after the 
up-grading. I began to work even 
irder, to study more, to be away from 
home unreasonably long hours. 

One night. dog-tired, I came home from 

< to find Ellen sitting in the living room 
by the window. It was dark. She had no 
lights on in the house. She was sitting 
there by the window, staring out of the 


t1i0Nn. 


window 
is shocked. This wasn’t at all like 
Some of your people die, baby?” I 
1 lightly. 
[ had switched on the light. Ellen 
blinked up at me and smiled a very weak 


Why you sitting here all by your lone- 
in the dark?” I demanded. 

Oh, I don’t know,” my wife told me 
dreamily. “Just thinking.” 

[ got another surprise when I had washed 
up and come into the kitchen. Usually, my 
was prepared and waiting in pots 
stove. The kitchen was clean as a 

I looked in the oven. No vittles. 
n was still sitting where Id left her. 
Hey, baby,” I said to her. “You on 
strike? Don’t want to feed your man any 


some 


ner 
dinner! 
n ti 
Oo 1€ 

| 


whistle. 


he didn’t even hear me a first time. 

I spoke again. 

“Oh, darling, I’m sorry,’ 
“IT forgot to cook tonight.” 

[ stared at her. “You forgot to cook.” I 
repeated foolishly. This was totally unlike 
Ellen. She’d always had an all-out pride 

eparing my meals. 

SI nodded stupidly. 

“I’m sorry, dear. I'll get something ready 


? 


she told me. 


I 1 now. 

“Tt’s all right, Ellen,” I told her. “Just 

acon and eggs will do it.” 

\ly wife was like a person in a trance 
that evening. Mechanically she prepared 
late of bacon and eggs. She placed 

front of me, wandered wordlessly 


» the living room. 
vas too tired and aching in body to 
uzzle too long over this new Ellen who 


seemed almost hypnotized. I shrugged it 
off. Probably one of those woman moods, 
maybe she was just feeling bored with life 
the way lots of people get every once in a 
while. 

When I’d finished eating, I went into the 
living room to join her. She’d gone up- 
stairs to bed without saying a word. That 
was another thing she’d never done before. 
I sat down in one of the comfortable arm- 
chairs to scan the paper for a few minutes. 
For some reason, I'll never know why, I 
couldn’t resist going over to Ellen’s desk 
where she often sat and wrote letters, con- 
ducted the business of the Mr. H. fan club 
and took care of other correspondence 
duties. My eyes fell upon a letter which 
lay open on the desk. It was addressed to 
Ellen and on the letterhead of a New York 
booking agency. 

“Dear Fan Club President,” the letter 
ran. “It is our pleasurable duty to inform 
you that Mr. H. will be in your city the 
last week in this month. He has been 
booked for appearance at the Regal Thea- 
tre and will be happy to have an oppor- 
tunity to meet you and his other kind, 
young friends personally. 

“Tt would be of great aid to us if you 
could arrange to organize the fan club 
members to meet him at the station, to get 
in touch with all the local disk jockeys and 
request that his records be played along 
with an announcement of his coming date 
at the Regal .. .” 

There was more. But I stopped reading. 
I was stunned. With a tremendous impact 
it came to me that this letter explained 
Ellen’s queer behavior tonight. I didn’t 
know whether to be amused or angry to 
learn that this Mr. H. business was so 
much more serious with her than I had 
dreamed. Still, I attached no real import- 
ance to it. My Ellen just hadn’t grown up 
yet. She was as bad as any teen-ager who 
gets a crush on a movie or stage star. After 
all, I argued with myself, she had to have 
some interests to fill up her life. I ought 
to be glad that she could amuse herself 
with me away from home so much. 

I was terribly weary. Yawning, I de- 
cided to give up the attempt to read the 
paper. I had to make an early shift the 
next day. My much-desired promotion was 
just around the corner and I’d never for- 
give myself if I messed up and missed out 
on it. I walked slowly into the bedroom, 
tiptoeing so I wouldn’t awake Ellen. I 
undressed quietly and slipped into my bed. 
Twin beds had been my idea and I thought 
gratefully, as I slipped under the covers, 
what a good idea it had been. My hours 
were so irregular. Getting into the same 
bed with Ellen would have broken her rest. 

I was in for a surprise. Ellen wasn’t 
asleep. 


WAS JUST SINKING away into much- 
needed slumber when I heard her bed 
creak as she got up and crept across the 
floor to my bed. 
“Darling,” she said, “Move over, please.” 
Sleepily, I obeyed. I was just a wee bit 





annoyed at being jarred back into wake. 
fulness again. But often Ellen had restless 
nights and, like a child, couldn’t sleep un- 
less she came to sleep with me. 

My annoyance vanished as she got into 
bed with me and the sweet warmth of her 
was close to my body. 

“Kiss me good night?” she asked. 

I took her in my arms and kissed her 
tenderly. 

“Now, go to sleep, baby,” I said. “I’ve 
got to make it early in the morning.” 

She was silent. Then, a minute later; 
“T’m sorry I didn’t have your dinner ready 
tonight.” she apologized. 

I smiled in the darkness. 

“Tt’s all right. sugar.” 

“I didn’t mean to forget,” she continued, 

Why was she making it an issue? 

“I’m not angry with you, dear,” I said. 
“Go to sleep.” 

Then Ellen did an unusual thing for her, 
Usually she was so reticent, so much the 
passive woman, waiting for me to make any 
approaches. 

She snuggled up close to me, put her 
arms about me. 

“T don’t want to go to sleep, baby,” she 
pleaded. 

Her words said one thing. They meant 
another. 

I sighed inwardly. The temptation of her 
closeness was almost unbearable. But every 
bone in my body ached with fatigue. 

“Baby,” I said patiently, “Please let me 
go to sleep. I’ve just got to get some rest.” 

She lay there quiet for a long minute. 
Then, without a word, she slipped from 
under the covers and went back to her own 
bed. 

I wanted to beg her not to be angry, not 
to feel unwanted. I wanted to explain that 
my need for her was as great as hers for 
me, but that I was impossibly tired. I 
couldn’t find the words. I did the next best 
thing. I turned over and fell asleep. 

What a horrible mistake I had made— 
without even knowing it. If only I had 
possessed the understanding to find those 
unspoken words, it might have saved a 
great deal of pain and heartache in the 
very near future. But I didn’t know. God, 
I didn’t know. 

The next morning, everything seemed to 
be normal again. Ellen was up bright and 
early, as usual, getting my breakfast ready, 
preparing a lunch for me to take. Neither 
of us mentioned the events of the night 
before. I gave it no further thought—ex- 
cept to wonder once or twice, at work that 
day, what had come over Ellen to make her 
break through her usual reserve about love- 
making. 

A couple of days later, she announced 
to me that Mr. H. was coming to town and 
outlined plans she and the fan club had 
worked out to meet him and make his en- 
gagement as great as possible. I pretended 
to accept this as news and even offered 
some suggestions to help her plans along. 
One thing on the schedule was a party the 
fan club would have at our apartment with 
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Mr. H. as the guest of honor. A few disk 
jockeys and newspaper folk would be in- 
yited. To tell the truth, I was flattered at 
the idea of such a tremendous celebrity 
coming to our humble place. 

Ellen devoted herself to preparing for 
Mr. H’s coming as if she were a Washing- 
ton society ruler, preparing to entertain a 
visiting ambassador. I was silently horri- 
fed at her unaccustomed extravagance in 
ordering several new things to beautify the 
apartment, ordering new clothes which 
she’d been wanting for a long time. But, 
after all, it made her happy and I was 
making very good money now. I told my- 
self not to be cheap. I had a good wife. 
She deserved the best. 

The morning Mr. H. was to arrive, Ellen 
was up at the crack of dawn. She went 
through her usual routine, attending to my 
needs, then began dressing carefully to 
lead the reception party down to the air- 
port. Mr. H. was coming in on an early 
plane. She was nearly finished dressing 
when I was ready to leave for work. I tried 
to remember when I had seen her look so 
beautiful. so glowing. 

“My God, woman,” I objected teasingly, 
“You’re beautiful-er than ever. Makes me 
jealous. Did you ever get that beautiful 
for me? Maybe I’ve got something to worry 
about in this fabulous glamor boy, Mr. H.” 

I expected her to be pleased with the 
compliment, to laugh at my kidding. I was 
a tiny bit disturbed by her reaction. She 
became nervous, avoided my eyes. 

“Don’t be silly,” she told me sharply. 

What a fool I was not to see the danger 
signal. How blind you can be at the wrong 
moment. I kissed Ellen lightly on the cheek 
and went off to work. 

That night, after the last show at the 
theatre, the party was to take place. When 
I got home from work, the apartment was 
swarming with Ellen’s fellow-worshippers 
of Mr. H. They were putting the finishing 
touches on preparations so elaborate, you 
would have thought visiting royalty was 
circling over the house. 

The apartment looked beautiful. I was 
proud of Ellen. Abundant supplies of food 
and liquor loaded the kitchen table and 
frigidaire. Ellen was generalling the whole 
operation, rushing here and there, direct- 
ing, supervising. She scarcely noticed that 
I had come home—except to command me, 
rather bossily, to get my bath and get 
dressed. All the food notwithstanding, 
there was no dinner for me and Ellen 
seemed completely oblivious of the fact. It 
was entirely unreasonable of me to expect 





















dinner in the midst of all this festivity, but 
I'll admit I sulked a little about it. After 
all, this was still my house and Ellen was 
still my wife—celebrity or no celebrity. 

I contented myself with filching a few 
cold cuts and wolfing down a couple of 
sandwiches. Then I made myself present- 
able for the big doings. About nine-thirty, 
the bell began ringing and people were 
streaming into the house. The gay voices 
became gayer, louder and more numerous. 
The record-player was going madly— 
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It’s easy to be SURE! 








New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Keeps Underarms 
Dry and Sweet...Stops Odor Up to 24 Hours! 


UsED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind 
of protection from perspiration and odor... 
rubbed-in protection. Rub Arrid in —rub 
odor out. Rub Arrid in—rub perspiration 
When the cream vanishes you know 
you are safe. 
HERE'S SECRET. Arrid nowcontains a new 
magic ingredient PERSTOP. And PERSTOP 
makes Arrid a real vanishing cream deodor- 
ant. That’s why Arrid is 1% times as effec- 
tive as any other leading deodorant —as 
proved by doctors. 
Arrid with PERSTOP keeps underarms 
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USE ARRID-—TO BE SURE! 


dry and sweet ... stops odor up to 24 hours. 
No other deodorant can give you this pro- 
tection because no other contains PERSTOP. 
Safe for normal skin and fabrics. Get Arrid. 
with PERSTOP today. 


More men and women 
use ARRID than any 
other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, 
so easy to apply 
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This special deck of playing cards with 

rs secret code on back of each card tells YOU 

\ yi what each card is when lying face down. 

easy directions explain code and how to 

do many kinds of “Magic” tricks. Use 

same deck for usual card kames, such as 

X poker, bridge; etc. Only $2.98. Get a deck 

t today. SEND NO MONEY. Send Name 

and Address. Pay postman on arrival only $2.98 plus post- 

age. Address HOLLISTER-WHITE CO., Dept. 505-M 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Illinois 

If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 





and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
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mostly with Mr. H’s records. The party 
was under way and all that was needed to 
make it complete was the arrival of the 
suest of honor. 
The Regal’s last show broke about mid- 
night. As the magic hour approached, the 
tement in our crowded living room 
eached top pitch. As president, Ellen was 
have the honor of meeting the big shot 
the evening in his backstage dressing 
m and bringing him to the house. She 
id pressed into service a neighbor who 
| the appropriate transportation facili- 
to offer—a Caddy convertible, still 
irkling new. Secretly, I nursed some an- 
yance about this. I was very proud of my 
ent car purchase—a rather elderly Chev- 
et. But it was a presentable-looking car, 
even if it did have fits of temperament. I 
ouldn’t see why Mr. H. just had to ride 
1 brand new auto when he was supposed 
be throwing around the humility to im- 
press his fans that he was just one of them. 
Of course, I had other motives. Actually, I 
inted to be in on the act and to accom- 
Ellen to pick him up. But I kept my 
nded feelings to myself. What with the 
Coming of The Great Mr. H. (as I capi- 
ilized it sarcastically in my mind) cheat- 
¢ me out of my dinner and depriving me 
| the beloved second-hand Chevvy of a 
nce to share the spotlight with Ellen, 





[ was beginning to have anything but kind 
ights about Mr. H.—without even hav- 
g met him. 


You can imagine how this irritation grew 

en, one hour after Ellen had left to pick 

Mr. H., he still hadn’t arrived. The 

lrive over to the theatre took only a matter 

f minutes. The guest was supposed to be 

it the party no later than twelve-thirty. At 

o'clock, everyone was sitting around, 

ting and wondering. The fan club mem- 

were nervous, worried and speculat- 

ing that something might have gone wrong, 

that maybe Mr. H. couldn’t make it after 

ill. I got the impression that this young 

god was so much a dream in their minds 

it they doubted that he actually existed. 

[ got pretty sick of their anxiety because I 

trying to concentrate on my own. I 

isn’t worried in the least about Mr. H. I 

ist hoped nothing had happened to Ellen. 

(bout one-fifteen, a chorus of happy 

s from the fan clubbers patrolling the 

lows announced that the Cadillac had 

pulled up in front. In the next minute pan- 

lemonium broke loose in my living room. 

Ellen appeared in the door, flushed, happy, 

| and looking not a day over sixteen. 

Her beauty took my breath away. Behind 

as a tall, broad-shouldered man of 

t 26. He was boyishly handsome with 

black hair and deep brown skin, an 

i ssured and gracious manner and a smile 

¢ as from here to yonder. The fans 

set up a chorus of moans, screams, gasps 

ries which I was certain would assure 

r being evicted from the apartment the 

t day. Mr. H. stepped into the room and 

nmediately surrounded by the admir- 
rowd. 


Ellen introduced him by name to all the 
members. They had varying, disgusting 
(to me) reactions as he greeted each of 
them. I noticed uneasily that the crooner 
had his hand resting lightly on Ellen’s 
shoulder as she took him around, making 
the introductions. I felt a tiny rise of re- 
sentment at this. They acted as though 
they had known each other for years. Fi- 
nally, after everyone else had been intro- 
duced, they got around to me. I was 
tempted to make a smart remark when I 
was presented, but Ellen’s happy face and 
Mr. H’s charming manner made the words 
stick in my throat. 

The party got under way with every fe- 
male eye in the room riveted on Mr. H. 
The fans ran their fingers through his 
hair, sat on his knee to take pictures, made 
him sign autographs. served him refresh- 
ments which they hardly allowed him to eat 
for all the questions they asked. The two 
members of his retinue—his chauffeur and 
secretary—who had come in with him, 
stood around looking used to this sort of 
thing. I felt very much the outsider. Posi- 
tive I wouldn’t be missed, I slipped off to 
bed. 

I hardly bothered to think how impolite 
I was being. After all, I didn’t consider my- 
self the host. Mr. H. had scarcely noticed 
I was alive after the introduction. But he 
had been giving a great deal of attention— 
more than I liked—to Ellen. I lay in bed, 
trying to go to sleep so I could wake up 
early for work. But a kaleidoscope of events 
kept running through my mind with mad- 
dening persistence. The scenes included 
memories of the long hours Ellen had spent 
organizing and running the fan club, run- 
ning down Mr. H’s records, pasting articles 
and pictures of him in her scrapbook, that 
night when she had virtually gone into a 
trance because she learned he was coming 
into town. I saw once again, in my mind’s 
eye, how radiant she had appeared when 
she and Mr. H. came in, how she had kept 
so close to him in the living room, her eyes 
never leaving him. I sat straight up in bed, 
electrified by a suspicion which had been 
growing in my mind in recent weeks, but 
which had never taken shape—or which I 
had wanted to avoid examining. Could it 
be that Ellen was hopelessly in love with 
this singing glamor boy? Could it be... ? 

In near-hysteria, I laughed aloud at my 
own ridiculous thoughts. I was making a 
seventeen-carat fool of myself. What Ellen 
was going through—an infatuation with an 
almost mythical idol—was something that 
happened to girls and women all over the 
country and it had been happening for 
years and would continue to happen. I felt 
ashamed to have entertained such un- 
worthy and childish doubts about my wife. 
From the living room, I heard the sound 
of her laughter, high and clear. I smiled 
and sank back into the bed. The luminous 
hands on my alarm clock told me it was 
two o'clock. I must get to sleep or I 
wouldn’t be worth a thing in the morning. 

Usually, I arose at six and, normally, I 


was so tired that only the alarm would 
wake me. But, instead of the dreamless 
sleep into which I usually sank, I had the 
most fantastic nightmare. It was all mixed 
up with moonlight in a park, Mr. H. and 
Ellen. I was standing behind a tree, watcn- 
ing my wife and Mr. H. holding hands, 
embracing, kissing long, long kisses. The 
ridiculous part was that I was laughing 
out loud at them and they couldn’t hear 
me. Suddenly, I sat straight up in bed, 
wide awake. 

“Ellen,” I cried. 

The clock said five. The gay sounds from 
the living room were gone. Ellen’s bed was 
un-made, un-slept in. The apartment was as 
quiet as death. I sprang up from bed, 
threw on my bathrobe and hastened into 
the living room. The lamplight flooded the 
room as I touched the switch. The clutter. 
ing debris which always results in the 
wake of a party was strewn about. There 
wasn’t a soul in the house but me. 

All my suspicions came back to me. The 
thought of the horrible dream stirred in 
my mind as I walked the living room floor, 
hands plunged deep into my _ bathrobe 
pockets. Where was Ellen? Obviously gone 
off with her dream man, her secret passion. 
My Ellen. How could he be capable of such 
a thing? How could she have become so 
bold, so naked in her indecent Just and 
desire for another man as to walk right 
out of her own home with him in the wee 
hours of the morning and to stay out like 
this? 

I was so enraged, so shocked by the 
whole business that I couldn’t galvanize 
myself into action for some time. Then, a 
cold rage worked up into my brain, I would 
find them and kill them—both of them. I 
rushed into our bedroom and began dress- 
ing. Halfway through, I straightened up at 
the sound of the key in the front door. 
Without even realizing what I was doing, 
I quickly swiveled myself back into the 
bed, threw the covers over me and feigned 
sleep. 

Ellen crept into the room. I could almost 
feel her standing over me. Sneaky little 
slut. She had come home just in time, 
thinking I would still be asleep. She was 
preparing to pretend to be as innocent as 
a baby when I woke up at six. I couldn't 
stand it any longer. I gloated over the 
astonishment on her face as I threw the 
covers off and she saw me half-dressed. 





“Why, darling .. .” she began. 

Before she could get another word out, | 
was on her like a wild man. I threw her 
down to the floor, sat astride her body and 
slapped her face hard, first with one hand, 
then the other. I was beside myself. 

I talked as I beat her about the face. 

“Where’ve you been, you common little 
slut?” I demanded. But I didn’t wait fora 
reply. “You don’t have to lie. I know. 
You’ve been out with that dream pimp of 
yours. All this time, behind my back, while 
you've been pretending to be a wide-eyed 
fan, you’ve been in love with him, wanting 
him. Now you got him, didn’t you? Didn't 
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to wait. Had to take 


even have the decency 
him out of my house, when you thought I 
Weren’t even smart enough to 


was asleep. 


cover up. Well, let me tell you what you 
can do. I want no second-hand wife, no 
sneak, no common street-walker. You can 


get out of this house tomorrow—now, if 
you like. I’m through with you. Through. 
See if your glamor boy will take care of 
you, slave for you like I did.” 

~ I was exhausted now with the fury of my 
own attack, both physical and verbal. Ellen 
was crying convulsively, her face showing 
brutally the angry marks where I had hit 
her over and over again. 

I got up and sat on the bed watching 
her. She lay there for a few minutes, then 
struggled up from the floor. Her shoulders 
She was crying as if her 
crouched in 


were heaving. 
heart would break. She stood, 
a corner of the room, staring at me through 
The look made me uncomfort- 
but she was bold. When she 
begging my for- 


her tears. 
able. God, 
should be on her knees 
giveness, confessing her sin and promising 
to repent truly, she was staring at me, just 
staring. 

“Well, haven’t you got anything to say? 
Are you utterly shameless?” I shouted. 

She shook her head woefully. 

“No, Billy,” she said huskily. “No, 
you've said it all. You want me to go and 
lll go.” 

I hadn’t.counted on this. 
meant to drive Ellen out. Frantically, I 
realized that, whatever she had done, she 
was the very core of my heart; that all my 
life’s meaning had meaning only because 


I hadn’t really 


of her. But I couldn’t let her know my 
thoughts. Before I would soften to her, she 
must beg my forgiveness for her crime 
against our marriage. 

When she walked out the door, I sat 
there on the bed, miserable. My anger at 
her infidelity had drained away. Now I 


wondered. Would I lose her? Was she 
really so much in love with this Mr. H. that 
she wouldn’t come back to me? I wanted 
to believe that Mr. H. was one of those 
philandering, love ’em and leave ’em boys 
who played it cool and hard in every city 
and then forgot about the victims. What 
if I was wrong? What if he really loved 
and wanted my wife for good? For a few 
wild seconds, I considered going to the 
theatre to find him, break every bone 
in his body. But that wouldn’t make Ellen 
love me again. I was certain she no longer 
loved me. No woman could have done what 
she did if she still loved her husband. 

I just sat on the edge of the bed for a 
long time, thinking. 

The phone rang. It was the factory call- 
ing. They wondered why I was late, when 
I would be in. Today was an important 
day and I must remember that my promo- 
a 

“I don’t know when I'll be in,” I shouted. 
“I may never be in. And to hell with 
promotion.” 

I slammed the receiver down. Now I 
knew the truth. The job I had loved so, 


the promotion I had fought for—nothing 
counted without Ellen. I didn’t know what 
how to go about making her come 
back. For, of course, she was the one who 
must make the first move. That much I 
must stand up for, no matter how it hurt. 
Ellen didn’t come back. And it did hurt. 
That day passed. the next day dragged out 
on slow feet. I didn’t go to work. I moped 
around the house, waiting for the sound of 
her key, the ring of the phone. I knew she 


to do, 


must be staying with her parents. But I 
wouldn’t call. Not for a million. The eve- 
ning of the second day, I had to know 
something. I invited the Grays over. Ruth 


and Irv Gray were our best friends. Al- 
most in tears, I told them the whole story. 
They listened in disbelief. Irv said a few 


sympathetic words. Ruth said hardly any- 


thing. I begged Ruth to phone Ellen’s 
folks’ home. I wanted her to ask for Ellen. 
She did. Ellen wasn’t there. Her parents 


were amazed that someone should call her 
there. They told Ruth Ellen was at her 
own apartment, of course. 

I received the news in stricken silence. 


Then, when it had sunk in well, I said: 
“She’s with him. That cheap, two-timing 


” 


Ruth let me have it right in the heart. 

“Wait a minute, Billy.” she commanded 
I'd never heard her 
taking as much as I could 


in a tone use. “I’ve 
been sitting here, 
of this. You torturing yourself and con- 
demning Ellen. Don’t think I take up for 
a cheating wife, just because I’m a woman. 
But HOW do you know your wife cheated. 
Tell me that, mister, how do you know?” 

I stared at her. “Why, it’s obvious . . .” 
I began weakly. 

“What's Ruth 
“That she was moonstruck over a guy in 
show business, that she gave a party for 


obvious,” interrupted. 


him, then left the house for a couple of 
hours. Did you see her with him? Do you 
know they were alone together? Do you 


know the whole club didn’t go to continue 
the party somewhere else? You’ve accused 
You beat her before she could even 
I don’t blame her for leaving if 
she was innocent. And she might be as in- 
necent as I am. You, Billy, might be the 
guilty responsible for breaking up 
your marriage.” 

The logic of Ruth’s words went home, 
but I was stubborn. 


her. 
explain. 


one 


We argued pro and con. Finally, I had 
an inspiration. 
We would go to the theatre. It was al- 


most time for the last show to be over. 

“T'll bet a week’s pay we'll find her right 
there with him,” I told Ruth. 

How I hoped I'd lose that bet. 

I didn’t. 

We arrived at the theatre just as the 
stage show had concluded. I persuaded 
Ruth and Irv to walk around to the back- 
stage exit, although Ruth said she didn’t 
like the idea of spying. We stood there in 
the shadows near the exit for almost a 
half-hour, with Ruth insisting that we call 
it off as a silly idea. Then, suddenly, I 
stiffened and my heart sank as I saw them 
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coming out of the stage door—Mr. H. and 
Ellen. Like three statues, Ruth, Irv and I 
ist stood there watching as they walked 
hrough the alley leading to the street. Just 
efore they got to 47th, they stopped in the 
dimly-lit alley and my brain exploded as 
| saw my own wife throw her arms around 
Mr. H. and kiss him—there in the street 
like a common slut. 
Something snapped inside of me. Be- 
e I knew it, I had run down the alley, 
inning like a madman with a posse be- 
hind him. Coming up behind them, I 
natched Mr. H. out of Ellen’s embrace 
ind hauled off to slug him with everything 
I had. 
Then, as the old cliche goes, everything 
nt black. The blow never landed. But 
fty haymaker landed on my own jaw 
| I went down, down into unconscious- 


\\ HEN I AWOKE into a world of aware- 
ness, | was surrounded—not by black 
ut by total white. I was lying in a bed 
1 hospital and my blurred eyes struggled 
some recognizable object. The first 
that took shape in my sight was a 
head—a handsome head, topped with curly 
hair. I groaned. The last person in the 
vorld I wanted to see—even in my state of 
half-realization—was Mr. H. But there he 
sitting beside me, big as life. 
“What . ?” T began weakly, trying 
sit up. 
He pushed me back down, gently but 


firmly. 





‘Shut up,” he commanded. “I’ve got ex- 
ictly fifteen more minutes before I have to 
leave to catch a train. I was afraid you 
were going to stay put away so long I’d 
have to miss it. Now, look, Billy, I know 


your mind is sort of foggy. But I want you 
concentrate on what I’ve got to say. 
First, 1 owe you a first class apology for 


putting you away so completely. But I had 

10 other alternative. My pop told me never 
to let a guy get in the first lick. I hope 
you'll forgive me for socking you just like 
I’m gonna forgive you for wrongly accus- 
ing me, in your mind, of being a first class 
"Pedi 

The haze in my brain was clearing. This 
guy was sincere about what he was saying. 
I listened intently. 

Second place, I want to say that I 
ght to sock you again for being a big 
enough fool to think that pretty, sweet lit- 
tle wife of yours would ever be unfaithful 
Oh, I know how things looked but 
that was only because you were so ego- 
tistical, narrow-minded, blindly jealous 

nd petty that you added two and two and 


ot ft 


to you. 


I tried to protest. 

‘Shut up,” Mr. H. commended. “Or I 
will sock you again. Now listen to me. 
Whatever’s happened between Ellen and 
me has been clean and good and decent. 
Number One. After the party that night 
it your house, I invited Ellen to take a ride 
me to drop off some of the kids who 
didn’t cars. After we'd delivered 


have 


everyone home, I suggested a cup of coffee. 
Because I wanted to get fresh with your 
wife? Heck no! Because I could sense what 
you, her own husband, couldn’t—that this 
sweet little girl was unhappy as the days 
were long. And, brother, they were long— 
and so were the nights when you were away 
from home neglecting her to try to get a 
raise for another lousy fifteen or twenty 
bucks a week. You big lummox, don’t you 
know how rich you are already—with a 
wife like that? I make four thousand a 
week most weeks and I’d give it all for that 
kind of wife. Man, I don’t only sing about 
love. I know about it. Your wife loves you, 
Billy.” 

Try as I did, I couldn’t do anything about 
the tears of humility and gratitude which 
were welling up inside as Mr. H. kept talk- 
ing. 

“She told me all about it. How you made 
her quit her job so you could be the big 
deal. How she tried to find an interest in 
life to fill up the lonely hours. How she 
tried to let you have your way and not nag 
about neglecting her for the job. She was 
hoping you’d wake up and realize your 
marriage was skidding to hades because 
you wanted a bigger bank balance. Be- 
fore we knew it, it was almost six o’clock. 
I said to Ellen: ‘Gosh, what will your hus- 
band think of your coming in at this hour. 
You’d better take off your shoes at the 
door.’ You know what that little girl said, 
Billy?” 

Mr. H.’s voice was soft now and his eyes 
shining. 

“She said ‘Billy trusts me. 
wouldn’t do anything wrong. 
love him.’ ” 

Mr. H.’s voice went on. I heard him with 
one part of my brain. The other part was 
reeling with remorse. What a heel I had 
been. No wonder Ellen had stared at me 
in dumb hurt after I'd jumped on her and 
beat her that morning; after I’d accused 
her of all sorts of vile and filthy things. 
There was nothing for her to say. I’d de- 
stroyed her faith in my faith in her. No 
wonder she had left. I ever remembered 
the night she’d acted so strangely when 
Mr. H.’s coming to town had been made 
known to her by letter from New York. 
Sure, she’d had an innocent, high school 
girl crush on him. But not because she 
wanted him. Because the songs he sang, 
what he represented symbolized every fine, 
romantic, dream-like thing she wanted in 
her marriage—and which she felt she had 
lost. That’s why, coming out of her shell 
of reserve, she had crept into my bed, try- 
ing to creep back into my heart—the heart 
to which she believed herself a stranger. 
That heart ached now with a dull regret. 
But how about that kiss—-that kiss in the 
alley? 

Coincidentally, Mr. H. had just gotten 
around to that. 

“I know you were certain your suspi- 
cions were right when you saw Ellen and 
me kissing in that alley tonight,” he said. 
“Well, I'll tell you how that happened. I 
don’t apologize for it. Ever since Ellen left 


He knows I 
He knows I 


you, she’s been coming down to the theatre, 
to my dressing room. Between shows, we'd 
talk the situation over. I made up my mind 
that I would help her all I could-—because 
I’m humble about her being such a won. 
derful fan—and because she’s the kind of 
girl I wish I could meet. I told her that 
tonight—just after I had gotten her prom. 
ise to come back to you—even though you 
were the one who was wrong—and explain 
and ask to patch things up. I felt then that 
everything would be just fine—and I said 
to her ‘Ellen, do one thing for me?’ She 
asked me what. And I said ‘Ellen, kiss me 
so long and give me hope that the love | 
sing about will one day belong to me in the 
form of a girl like you.’ It wasn’t a pas. 
sionate kiss, not a lover’s kiss. It was a 
tender, sweet and dedicated thing—until 
you rolled up to do battle.” 

The tears stood in my eyes now, plainly 
in sight. I didn’t care. I reached out from 
under the covers and offered Mr. H. my 
hand. 

“You’re a swell guy,” I said huskily, 
“T’m sorry for everything.” 

Mr. H. smiled. 

“Forget it, Billy. Ellen’s going to walk 
in that door when I walk out. And if you 
don’t live happily ever after, some day I'll 
find you and sock you again—but for real 
this time.” 

I grinned. Mr. H. got up and left. Ellen 
came in and came right into my arms. 
Guess who’s the biggest Mr. H. fan in our 
family now? If you can guess, you're bet- 
ter than either one of us. THE END 





Golden Girl 


(Continued from Page 27) 


rolling off you bigger than rain drops 
cause you can’t get the “Big H.” 

I know. I know what it’s like. And I'll 
tell you. 

Now. maybe you'll think, “Well, here 
goes another ‘hophead’ sounding off.” But 
I’m not. Maybe you think I’ve got some 
sad tale about a broken home and being 
brought up in the slums and unhappy and 
never having a chance and all. Not me. 
My home wasn’t broken. And I never saw 
slums in my life except just passing by— 
until just before I had to go up yonder. 

Why, when I was a kid, life was a piece 
of cake. My father was a contractor, built 
our own house and made plenty money. 
And my mother was smart, too. She taught 
me all I know about singing and music. 
We used to play and sing for hours at a 
time, Mother and I. And she taught me 
all about voice control, modulation, breath- 
ing and dramatic gestures and stuff. | 
could have even been a classical pianist 
if I had wanted to. But I always had a little 
bounce, a little jive in me, and whenever 
Mother would put me on one of the classics 
that had a little swing, I’d put some real 
boogie woogie into it. And Mother would 
laugh with that little singing lilt of hers. 

Mother would say: “Work hard, Edna.” 
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-I hadn’t changed my name to Stormy 
then—‘“Work hard but have fun. If you’re 
going to make a real career out of it, 
you've got to enjoy it.” 

That’s why she didn’t put up any real 
fuss when I told her I wanted to work in 
night clubs and theaters rather than go 
on the concert stage or into opera. I’d have 
had to wait too long for that. Besides, the 
cats were jamming it up all over the 
country. The big bands with all that fine 
brass and reeds, and the little combos with 
their smooth rhythm and maybe just one 
or two horns, blowing like their hearts 
were all wound around inside that tin. And 
it was all inside of me; all that jazz, all 
that singing. 

It had to come out. That’s why I wasn’t 
but 18 when I talked Benny James into 
letting me sing a few songs in his old Beige 
Room. It wasn’t too much of a start, really. 
The club was kind of small, and in broad 
daylight you could see the chips on the 
tables and chairs and where some of the 
leatherette seats had been cut or worn 
thin. 

But the Beige Room gave me a chance 
to sing before a crowd, and that was all I 
needed, a chance. I think Benny just let 
me sing there the first night because he 
was a friend of my father’s. But after the 
first night, I was strictly on my own. I 
knew then singing jazz was for me. 

Benny knew it too. He saw the way the 
crowd got all warm when I sang. I tried 
to give all that warmth right back to them. 
I guess I wasn’t so much really. Not then. 
But they hadn’t heard anybody new in the 
Beige Room in a long time. Just cats who 
had burned themselves out long before and 
were singing and playing now for peanuts. 
Or just some mediocre youngblood, work- 
ing for whiskey money. 

But I had my soul in my throat and a 
dream in my eye, and I sang like it was 
forever. The crowd knew it. 

Benny waited a few nights and then he 
came and told me how it was. 

“Edna, baby,” he said, “this is just the 
beginning for you. I know what it takes in 
this business. I’ve seen em come and go, 
and I know what it takes. You’ve got it 
baby. Just keep singing with all your heart 
and working and learning. You’re just be- 
ginning. It’s all uphill from now on. But 
the tops is yours for the asking if you 
work at it.” 

So I worked at it. Benny knew a lot, and 
he taught me all he could. I listened to 
that music, listened hard. And then I tried 
to sing the way the music made me feel. 
And Benny taught me how to let the crowd 
know what I felt, and how to make them 
feel it with me. 

It didn’t take long. It wasn’t a good six 
months before Benny had me come over to 
a guy’s table one night and sit. He didn’t 
do that often. 

“Edna,” Benny said, “this is Joe Coles. 
He wants to talk to you.” 

Joe was a medium-sized man of about 
35, brown-skinned, not especially hand- 
home, yet not bad on the eyes. He owned 
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the Gray Goose night club, Benny told me. 
“I’ve been listening to you sing a couple 
of nights, Edna,” Joe said. “You got a good 


” 


sound 

I smiled and mumbled something nice. 

“You think you could tear yourself away 
from here and come up to the Gray 
Goose?” Joe asked. 

I knew enough about night clubs then 
to realize that the Gray Goose was a good 
little hop above the Beige Room, but I 
was kind of caught off-guard by Joe’s ques- 
tion and I didn’t know what to say. 

“Sure,” Benny cut in, “she can tear her- 
self away.” And he smiled at me, letting 
me know it was okay with him and the 
right thing to do. 

So a week later I was singing at the 
Gray Goose—with a new name Benny had 
given me, Stormy Hills. I never bothered 
to ask Joe what the salary was. In those 
days, money didn’t matter. So I let Benny 
take care of the business arrangements. 
That was part of the deal with Joe, that 
Benny was to be my manager, and I would 
be guided by anything he said. 

From then on, it was just like Benny had 
said it would be, all uphill. And the Gray 
Goose was just one of dozens and dozens 
of places I worked before I finally made 
the top. In a way, that club was typical of 
a lot of the others, too. I was still learning 
things in all of them; all sorts of things. 

At the Gray Goose, for instance, I 
learned how to make the most of an al- 
ready good figure by wearing the right 
kind of clothes. I learned, too, how to drink 
a little. And I learned too that a boss can 
be a fatherly friend, like Benny had been, 
or he can be a guy you have to watch with 
both eyes, like Joe Coles. I don’t know why 
Joe made a pass at me at all. I certainly 
didn’t lead him on. Maybe it was just the 
sort of thing he was used to doing with 
girls who worked his club. 

Anyway, I noticed right off how he used 
to knock at my dressing room door and 
then burst in right quick before I’d even 
have a chance to say, “Who is it?” or, 
“Come in,” or anything. There wasn’t any 
lock on the door either. After a little while, 
he began to get awfully “free-handed,” 
patting and pinching whenever he got 
within arms-length, so I had to set him 
straight but quick. 

“Look, Joe,” I told him one night, “you 
hired me to do just one thing at this club: 
sing! If you want somebody to play patty- 
cake with, you can get yourself another 
1” 


2) 





Joe got huffy and snapped: “You look, 
Miss Prissy, playing hard to get won’t take 
you anyplace, not in this business. Singers 
are growing on trees, but it’s those with 
looks and who know how and where to use 
them that make it. You better learn that 
right now.” 

“I’m still here to sing,” I told him hotly, 

nd if you’ve got any ambitions otherwise, 
we can call this gig off right now!” 

Joe left then, mumbling some threat 

it cancelling my date, but he didn’t 
try it and I didn’t have any trouble out of 


him after that. I guess he was afraid of 
Benny. Anyway, that was my introduction 
to one of the pitfalls of my profession. 

And there were others. For instance, 
there was that time in Philly that I got 
together with some of the gang on the show 
for what they laughingly called an after- 
hours “smoker.” It was a smoker all right, 
with the guys lighting up sticks of mari- 
juana. 

Talk about a sight to see! I was young 
and green then, and watching those cats 
drag on that weed like they were sucking 
in fresh blood and seeing their eyes roll 
in an out-of-this-world kind of ecstasy 
made my spine turn to ice water. A strange 
fascination gripped me, and I got up nerve 
enough to try a puff or two, but that was 
enough for me—then. 

I didn’t need any new kicks then; no 
jet-propelled rides out to Cloud 17. I had 
my music. 

So I kept singing and stayed away from 
the weed and the liquor and the wild par- 
ties and the men. I had my eye on the 
lights in the sky, and I wanted to get up 
there with them, right up on top. 

It didn’t take long, either. Just a couple 
of years or so. Benny engineered a couple 
of cross-country tours with big package 
shows, more club dates, then I made a hit 
record and we were in. All those months 
of working and learning and singing songs 
like I’ve Got It Bad And That Ain’t Good 
and Stormy Weather and Body And Soul 
—singing like my heart was bleeding in- 
side—and suddenly it was paying off. 
Everything was happening at once. My 
singing fee shot up from $400 to $5.000- 
a-week and Miami and New York and Las 
Vegas were all yelling for Stormy Hills. 


Bev It felt good. 

“You’ve made it, baby,” Benny said 
finally. “This is the top now. This is where 
you’ve got to stay. There’s no place to go 
from here but down. But you’ll stay with- 
out even trying hard, Honey, so relax and 
enjoy it.” 

“Yeah,” I said, “relax.” 

But that was where the hitch came. “Re- 
lax” was a nice, easy-sounding word that 
offered peace and contentment and no 
worry. But it was also like a lot of other 
things I had found in show business: it 
was easier said than done. For the four 
years I was up there on top I tried to re- 
lax, but there were too many things to keep 
me from it. Rehearsals, sessions with the 
dressmaker, the hairdresser, regular shows, 
benefits, newspaper interviews, radio and 
TV guest shots, rush, rush, rush. No time 
for myself or, worst of all, for my folks. 
I found you couldn’t relax, no matter how 
hard you tried. 

And Lord knows I tried, every way I 
knew how. 

But I guess I couldn’t see the forest for 
the trees. Even when my best chance to 
forget came along—a great big hunk of 
opportunity named Johnny Spencer —I 
didn’t have sense enough to take it. Johnny 
was a show m. c. with lots of talent and 











class. Tall. tan, and pretty terrific. Benny 
even liked him. 

Well, I looked around one night and 
there was Johnny, knocking on my dress. 
ing room door with a big garland of roses 
over his shoulder and his convertible run- 
ning at the curb. 

For about a month during that long run 
in Los Angeles, Johnny courted me like 
we were kids back home, romping through 
the honeysuckle. There hadn’t been a guy 
in my life up to then because I hadn’t met 
a guy like Johnny before; clean-cut and 
all the way down. But Johnny was it. And 
when we were together on the beach or in 
the movies or out driving in the wee hours 
after my shows, everything was cherry coke 
and apple blossoms. 

Then the first thing I knew Johnny was 
trying to put a ring on my finger and talk. 
ing about what kind of music some church 
bells would make, and I froze. 

Having fun was one thing, but giving up 
my career for housekeeping and kids and 
dirty dishes in the sink was something else 
again. Johnny said it wouldn’t have to he 
that way at first if I didn’t want it, that 
we could try to compromise a career with 
marriage. But I knew deep down he 
wanted me to quit and become Mrs. 
Johnny Spencer, so I rang down the cur- 
tain on our little act right then and there. 

I guess that’s where I goofed. There 
hadn’t been any room in my world for 
anything but singing and music, and now 
singing and music was all I had. I was 
tense and on edge, like a taut high-tension 
wire about to snap under its own deadly 
voltage. 

Benny watched and knew, and he tried 
to help, but he couldn’t. 

More than once, as my nerves grew 
tighter and the pace quickened, I thought 
of the guys back in that little room in 
Philly. They hadn’t been able to relax 
either, not until they got on the weed. And 
then suddenly everything had been all 
right. Even better. Everything had been 
high as treetops and way out. 

Maybe that was the way it had to be 
with me, I decided. Maybe if I had the 
stuff I could just lay cool. I had to find out. 

The weed was easy enough to get ahold 
of. A guy named Fuzzy, who hung around 
in the crowd, running errands and doing 
odd jobs, had the reputation of being able 
to get anything you wanted at prices that 
weren’t exactly wholesale. 

“T need a smoke, Fuzzy,” I told the guy 
when I had made up my mind. And that 
was about all there was to it. Fuzzy began 
supplying the “smokes” at two bucks 
apiece and little by little the world began 
to get wrapped up in pastel colors again 
for me and everything sang or tingled little 
mellow tones as I passed. 

Funny though, I knew then that was the 
way everything should be without the stuf. 
But now I had to have the stuff to make it 
that way. 

Benny found out soon enough, and he 
gave me the most gosh-awful bawling out 
in my life. 
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“Of all the dumb, stupid 
Stormy!” he yelled. “Anybody else, 
anybody else I would have expected it. But 
After all these years of being so 


not you. 

smart you suddenly act so dumb. I guess 
you've seen enough from on top now, 
huh? You must have, because believe me 
you're getting ready kiss it all good- 


bye.” 

“Oh. let’s not act like I suddenly started 
jabbing myself with the needle,” I snapped 
at Benny. “There are lots of guys on gage 
in this racket who are doing pretty good.” 

“Pretty good.” Benny cut in. “Just pret- 
ly good.” 

Well. I didn’t know just how mad Benny 
was until he started cancelling out some 
of my engagements and ordered me to 
pack up for a trip home to see the folks. 

“Maybe that'll give you a rest finally 
and jar some sense into you at the same 
time.” he said. 

I bristled at Benny having the nerve to 
cancel my gigs and tell me to go gre 

“Now look Benny.” I hollered, glaring 
at him, about to tell him where to ba off ; 
remind him that I was the bread-winner 
and that he was just along for the buggy 
ride; that I could put him off anywhere 
along the line I chose. But Benny looked 
back at me with fire in his eyes, like he 
knew what I was about to say and was 
daring me to say it. I shut up. 

Benny was playing it smart, killing two 
birds with one stone. He had the common 
sense I wasn’t born with, knowing that no 
matter how much I objected to a trip 
home, it would still be the best thing for 
me in the end. It would certainly mean 
rest. And more than that, it would mean 
giving up the which I now under- 
stood I would have to do. 

I had been visited by my folks a couple 
of times since I hit it big, but each time 
I always seemed to have too much to do 
to spend much time with them. And I 
hadn’t been home in three years. But now 
I was going back. and once I got my mind 
used to the fact. it all seemed right and I 
began to feel calm for the first time. 

The closer the week’s work drew to a 
the better I liked the idea of just 
going home where it was quiet and being 
a little girl again; letting the folks fuss 
over me and hustle me out of bed to break- 


weed, 


close, 












fast in the mornings, and picking flowers 
out in the yard to go in the living room. 
It all sounded great, like a dream. 

So at the end of the week I flew home 
toa busted dream. Thinking about it now, 
it all seems like a nightmare that couldn’t 
have really happened at all. But it’s so 
clear in my mind, me standing there at the 
airport. wondering why the folks weren’t 
there to meet me and sort of absent-mind- 
edly hearing the sirens wailing off in the 
distance somewhere. not knowing what it 
meant. Even when I finally got a cab and 
we passed that terrible-looking accident on 
the highway into town, it didn’t once occur 
to me that it was mother and father lying 
broken and dead on the concrete. 


Dad had been so 


happy at my home- 
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coming he didn’t even see that farmer’s 
truck cutting into the highway from the 
side road. He and mother never knew 
what hit them. 

And there I was. Home at last. 

[ don’t remember much else, except 
when I got home the folks weren’t there 
ind I thought we must have passed them 
somewhere along the way. Then the police 
ame and | collapsed. 

What happened between then and the 
funeral, I don’t know. Somehow I must 
have told somebody to call Benny, because 
he was there in a few hours and relatives 
and friends all showed up and _ there 
eemed to have been mobs of people and 
newspaper men and everything. It was a 
reat and ironic tragedy, they all said. It 
It was also the beginning of the end for 
Stormy Hills. Benny knew this was it, 
ist like he had known everything else 
about me. But he fought against what was 
happening just the same, like he thought 
I could win. 

He rushed me back to work as soon as 

was decent. That was the answer, he 
aid. Work. Work and forget. 

But work couldn’t do it now. The work 
at had been everything to me was now 
iddenly nothing. And neither was the 
yveed that I now had Fuzzy bringing me 
1 big doses. It was going to take the real 
ling now, the natural charge, the “Big 
H 

Well, when I started jabbing myself with 

needle, Benny came and told me real 
liet like: ; 

[ guess it’s all my fault Stormy. I 

iid have seen to it that you saw more 

your folks when they were alive. And 
[ should have made sure you had some- 
A guy. you know. No gal’s 
right without a guy.” 

It broke me up to hear Benny talk like 
because I knew what he was saying 
so, all but the part about it being his 

lt. He had tried to look out for me all 
ght. But I hadn’t listened like I should 

| thought there was just me and that 

nusic and that nothing else in the whole 

ld was going to matter. But it did. 

Everything mattered. And most of all the 
heroin mattered. It ruined everything. 

Pretty soon the voice wasn’t golden any- 
and [| started missing shows. Then 
of the big clubs that had been beg- 
for me suddenly found other stars 

| the heavy showmen were real quick 
busy to see me. My records held out 

while and then—well—word gets 
id when you get on the stuff and they 
depend on you anymore. 

One day I just gave it all up. I didn’t 
ask Benny what I had or how much 

ey there was in the bank. I just picked 


dy to love. 


vhat I could get my hands on, includ- 
the money I had on me, and ran off to 
little place up on 123rd Street with 
ick full of the “Big H.” For days there 
just me and it up there in that old 


ming house. 


When Benny finally found me, they say 


08 


I was talking all out of my head and half 
starved and dying of pneumonia. I really 
don’t know. 

But I know how I suffered in the hospital 
getting over the pneumonia and the hell I 
went through later up in that rest home 
without the “Big H.” It was like swallow- 
ing a fire that didn’t even intend to burn 
until it got deep inside and then it spread 
out and scorched your insides and licked 
up your throat toward your brain. 

I remember that all right and I'll always 
remember. 

But I’m fine now. Just Jim Dandy. They 
got me all straightened out with a new 
slant on life and I don’t blame myself for 
my folks anymore. What’s more, I’m going 
to learn to work some and play some so 
ole Stormy won’t get to be any morbid 
girl. 

Am I through with dope? You can say 
that again. I came off it like an overcoat 
comes off in hell. 

Now, maybe I'll even get myself a fel- 
low and everything. Maybe Johnny’s still 
around somewhere. ’Course., I don’t guess 
he’d want me now. Not like this. 

But just you wait! I'll be back just like 
I always was. I know the ole saying “They 
don’t come back,” but you just watch 
Stormy Hills. Why. I’m liable to start get- 
ting offers most any day now. THE END 





Love Made 
A Fool Of Me 


(Continued from Page 38) 


tantalizing it was to live with such a highly 
attractive girl as she was and never have 
her respond to my love-making, but I could 
tell she wasn’t really listening. Because she 
would say, right after I’d gone all out to 
get over my point, “Paul, yesterday I han- 
dled a deal involving seventy-five thousand 
dollars—all by myself! And our manager, 
Mr. Hamlin, called me into his office after- 
ward and said, in effect, that if I continued 
to show such initiative and capability, he 
would make me his assistant! Now what 
do you think of that?” 

“Oh, no!” I groaned. 

“But dear—just think—no woman has 
ever held a job like that! Wouldn’t it be 
wonderful if—” 

And I'd look at her, how her eyes shone, 
how eager she was to have me share her 
triumph, and—well, Id weak and 
praise her, and say how lucky I was to 
have a wife so brainy. But believe me, I 
would have been overjoyed if she hadn’t 
had a brain in her head, so long as the 
rest of her lived up to her potential as a 
woman! 

I supposed that when I slacked up on 
the frequency of our sexual activity, Nella 
was relieved, but I knew she didn’t under- 
stand why. And I knew there was no use 
trying to explain what it did to a man 
when his wife so obviously “endured” his 


get 


attentions simply because she thought jt 
was her duty, or even because she wanted 
to please him. 

But despite my hurt pride which made 
me vow that if my wife didn’t want my 
attentions I would not impose them on her, 
it was tough to keep from breaking it 
Like sometimes I would have a vivid dream 
and wake up with Nella in my arms, and~ 
well, nature is a powerful thing under such 
circumstances. So I started sleeping in the 
guest room every once in a while. And one 
day when I came home I found al! my 
things moved out of our room into the 
guest room. It was like a stab in the heart, 
But I got my back up and didn’t say a 
thing about it. 


HAT’S HOW IT WAS between us at 

the end of our first year of marriage, 
although Nella didn’t seem to think any. 
thing was particularly wrong. And when, 
a few months later, she came home all ina 
glow to announce that she had been made 
assistant manager of her company, ata 
big increase in salary, while I felt like 
telling her she had to choose between her 
job and ine, I just didn’t have the heart to, 
she was so proud and happy. 

“Darling. what do you think of your wife 
now?” she demanded, so excited she actu 
ally kissed me of her own accord. 

“Like you are always saying,” I told her, 
trying to sound pleased, “women are just 
as smart as men—and, Mrs. Holmes, may 
I say that in my humble opinion, one 
woman I know, is smarter?” 

“How nice of you to say that, dear,” she 
said, pleased. “We'll have to get a full 
time housekeeper now, Paul. I'll be so 
busy I won’t have the time or energy to 
waste on cooking and things like that. Oh 
Paul—isn’t it wonderful?” 

“Honey,” I said, “it’s so wonderful it 
calls for a celebration. Dinner downtown, 
champagne—the works. Okay?” 

“You mean now—tonight?” she asked, 
a little frown creasing her brows. 

“Of course. Why not?” 

“Oh—I’m sorry, honey. But there is to 
be a board meeting at eight-thirty tonight 
and I have to be there. Can I have a rain 
check?” 





“Yeah. Maybe tomorrow night?” 

“Swell. And we’ll really have fun, won't 
we?” 

“We sure will. So it’s a date?” 

“Mr. Holmes, it certainly is!” 

I guess she forgot. When I got home the 
next evening, she had bought an imposing 
new all-metal desk and had put it in her 
bedroom. When she took me in to see it, ! 
noticed she had also removed one of our 
twin beds, to make room. I bathed and 
shaved and dressed and went into the liv 
ing room to wait for her to get ready for 
our big date. I waited an hour, then two 
and finally when I peeked into her room, 
her new desk was covered with folders and 
papers, in which she was so absorbed she 
didn’t even notice me. 

All right, so I was hurt—hurt real bad. 
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{left the house and then didn’t know what 
do with myself, I was so low, so down, 
o sick at heart. I went to a bar and got 
talf high then drove out to South Los An- 
gles to visit Tom and Luann for the first 
ime in three or four months. The reason 
yas, seeing them so happy together always 
emphasized how different it was with Nella 
and me. But that night I didn’t care. I 
thought maybe Tom and Luann would 

out with me and we'd all get high. 

But when I got there I gave up the idea 


hecause my friends were about ready for 


hed. Tom saw right away that something 
was wrong with me and said, “Man—you 
look like a lost soul. What’s wrong, buddy 
—you still torchin’ for that hinekty wife 
of yours?” 

“Something like that,” I admitted mo- 


rosely. Then I told them about her promo- 
tion, and about her forgetting our date. 

“Son, when you gonna wake up and give 
that chick some air?” Tom asked heatedly. 
“l could kick myself for my part in gettin’ 
But man. get with it— 


you two together. 
Find yourself somebody 


forget that chick. 


like my baby here-—and then you'll be 
really livin’!” 

“But Daddy.” Luann said in her slow, 
husky drawl, “Paul can’t do that on ac- 
count of he’s in love with her. Like, if you 


love me, could you quit me?” 

Tom bounced up. his bathrobe flapping, 
and kissed Luann. not just a ae but one 
that lasted so long I moaned, “Ifey, you 
hot lovers ineak it up before I flip!” 
Tom raised up. rolling his eyes expres- 
sively as he said. “Whew! When my baby 
kisses me like that. man I’m the one gonna 
flip! And Miss Lady,” he said, 
pointing his finger at her, this: I 
love you, [ ain’t gonna quit you, you ain’t 
gonna quit me. so is that all straight?” 

I didn’t say you was going to quit me, 


“and 


as for you, 
“hear 


or me you,” Luann protested, you 


know ain't nothin’ like that going to hap- 
pen!” 

“Well tell me so. baby. tell the ole man 
what th’ Lord loves!” Tom cackled. And 
as they carried on a lot of that kind of 
foolishness, I studied Luann. She had al- 
ways fascinated me. She was small, yet 


her figure was even more voluptuous than 


Every move she made 
feline and. I 


She 


Nella’s, was grace- 
thinking, 


was a dark brown girl with 


found myself 


exciting, 














black eyes that had a light like a banked 
fre; and even her voice had a sensuous 
quality. And while 'd never even thought 


of making a pass at her, I won't deny that 
I'd had certain thoughts that wouldn't pass 
a censor, 


“Hey, buddy boy—come out of that 
trance,” Tom laughed. “What you doing 


lookin’ at my ole lady like she was a candy 


bar?” 


“Maybe because I’m going to eat her 
up,” I cracked. 
“Well, one thing sure, don’t have to 


Worry about you, man. You ain’t no parts 
wolf or you’d have found yourself a part- 


lime chick long before now!” Tom 


ges- 
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tured. “Naw, son, you ain’t no trouble.” 
“I guess I’m not,” I sighed. “And cer- 
tainly not with Luann.” 
“You right sure?” Luann asked. 
“Honey,” I said wryly, “I’m right sure.” 
How wrong can you get? 


i FOUND OUT about two months later 

when Luann telephoned me at the shop 
one morning and sounding urgent, asked 
me if I could come out to the house right 
away. Thinking Tom was in trouble, I 
hurried out there. The instant Luann 
opened the door her face broke all up and 
he sobbed, “Oh, Paul, honey, I’m so glad 
you got here so quick. I was—Oh, Paul— 
[ don’t want to live no more!” 

As she spoke a small vial fell from her 
hand and when I picked it up, the label 
aid Bichloride of Mercury—a deadly poi- 


“What in the world’s wrong?” I cried. 
“You weren’t going to—to take these were 


? 


me to live for.” 

“Why? What’s wrong? Has anything 
appened to Tom?” 

“He—he’s left me, Paul,” Luann wailed, 
falling up against me. “He’s got another— 


woman. 
“You're kidding!” I exclaimed, holding 
er away and looking searchingly into her 


“No I ain't,” she sobbed. “He ain’t 
been home for three days. And just a while 
this letter came.” She clutched my 

ms and cried, “He’s quit me, Paul, he’s 

I pried her hands loose and 
ed up the letter from the floor, and 
holding her with one arm I read: Dear 
Baby, | hate to do this to you, but I reckon 
best way is to come right out and ad- 

you was right about me having some- 
else. You can divorce me and I'll 
ou the house and pay you support 


"99 
juit me, 


ey until you find yourself somebody 
I’m sorry things turned out this way. 
[ just can’t believe it,” I said, stunned. 
Not Tom! Something’s wrong, Luann. 
ething’s awfully wrong!” 
Paul,” Luann said piteously, “you go 
there and see him, will you? You talk 
m. Paul. You’re his best friend and 
ight listen to you.” 
ire going to do that—right away,” 
ld her. “But will you be all right until 
I mean, no more of 


| 
ims 
" 
] 


et back Luann? 

suicide stuff?” 

“T promise, Paul. You coming right back 
after you see him?” 

Right back, honey. You’re sure you'll 
Maybe what you need right now 
drink. Got anything in the house?” 
There’s a bottle on the sideboard. But 


1 
Kay f 


‘t want no drink.” 
[ got the bottle, poured a stiff drink and 
ide Luann swallow it. Then I took off 
North Hollywood, where Paul operated 
ar washing business. He was in his 
office when I walked in and before 


I could open my mouth he said heavily, 
“Okay, man, cuss me out for a dog. I know 
by your look Luann’s told you about our 
bustup. Go on, tell me what a heel I am. 
It don’t matter, ’cause I already know I’m 
a no-good so-and-so.” 

“Tom, I didn’t come out to cuss you out. 
What I want to know is what happened 
between you and Luann to make you leave 
her?” 

“Nothing happened, Paul. Leastways, it 
ain’t Luann’s fault in no way. I just got 
snagged, man, that’s all.” 

“What do you mean, snagged, Tom?” 

“Just what I said. Look—I’m glad you 
come out. This thing is on my mind so bad 
I don’t know if I’m dyin’ or flyin’. Here’s 
the pitch, man: I’m down for the count 
over a Mexican chick named Rosita. She’s 
a car-hop at that drive-in over on Sunset 
Boulevard where I most generally eat. So 
okay, she’s a knockout for looks, but that 
don’t excite me, although all the wolves 
were shootin’ at her like crazy. In fact, 
she acts so hinckty I don’t care if she waits 
on me or not. I mean, who does she think 
she is, Miss God? At least I don’t until she 
starts giving me the big smile and makin’ 
a bee-line for my car the minute I drive in. 
So that changes things, see? And we kid 
along and one day for a gag, I says, Rosita, 
how about a date? And man, she says okay 
so fast it scares me! The chick likes me. 
see. Now I ask you, could I pass that up? 
Anyway, I didn’t. It happens some more. 
Then the next I knew—boom! And man, 
that chick was in my blood like a tropical 
fever! When I'd go home, I'd sit around 
moonin’, with a hurtin’ on my heart, I 
wanted to be with her so bad. And Paul, 
I wouldn’t lie to you—TI fought it. For 
weeks I fought it. but it just wasn’t no use. 
And I knew I had to have that girl. And 
I want to marry her if Luann will turn me 
loose.” 

“It sounds real crazy to me, Tom,” I said 
soberly. 

“You're right, man! It is crazy. I can’t 
figure it. I didn’t mean for it to happen 
and I sure didn’t want it to. I mean, I 
couldn’t make myself feel different, as 
much as I didn’t want to hurt Luann.” 

“T don’t get it, Tom. And one thing sure, 
you hurt Luann all right. You hurt her real 
bad, Tom. And I think you ought to quit 
this nonsense and go back to her. Why 
don’t you come on with me now and make 
up with her?” 

Tom scowled at the floor. “I can’t, man. 
It wouldn’t work.” 

“Luann started to take poison after she 
got your letter.” 

“Oh, th’ poor kid. Paul, I hope she don’t 
do nothin’ like that.” 

“If you’d come back with me, you could 


make sure she doesn’t.” 

“Paul you don’t understand. It would 
have to happen to you for you to under- 
stand. And I hope it never does. Because 
love can make a fool out of you, man. And 
there ain’t a thing you can do about it.” 

“Well, I guess you know your own mind, 


Tom. But I think you’re wrong, man~ 
dead wrong. And one of these days you're 
going to be real sorry. I'll be seeing yoy 
around, huh?” 

“Yeah,” Tom muttered. “I'll appreciate 
it if you do what you can for Luann, Pay] 
I know you got troubles of your own, by 
I'd do the same for you.” 

“IT know you would. And Ill do what] 
can, but I sure hate to go back and tell her 
you—that you aren’t coming home.” 

“Dang it, Paul,” Tom growled, turning 
his back, “why don’t you get on out of 
here? Ain’t no good us talkin’ no more!” 

So I got out. 


DIDN’T KNOW what to expect when] 

rang Luann’s bell. But when she opened 
the door she seemed all right—until sh 
turned around and walked back into the 
living room. Then I knew that she was as 
high as a kite from the way she staggered, 
I closed the door and followed her to the 
divan. The bottle of liquor from which I 
poured her a drink before I went to see 
Tom was on the coffee table in front of it, 

“He ain’t coming back, is he. Paul?” 
Luann asked as I sat down beside her, 
But when I started to speak, she said, 
“Wait! Let’s have a little drink before 
you tell me the bad news, okay?” 

“If you insist,” I shrugged. 

“Well, honey, I insist,” Luann said owl 
ishly. 

“Look, Luann—let’s talk first, huh?” 

“Tom ain’t coming back is he?” 

“Well—it doesn’t look like it.” 

“Then what’s to talk about, Paul honey? 
Come on, pour Luann a drink and pow 
you a drink and let’s get high and have wu 
a ball, okay?” 

“Honey, I think you’ve had enough 
Don’t you want to lie down?” 

“Do you want me to?” 

“Well, I think maybe it would make you 
fee] better.” 

“Okay. Come on. We'll both lie down. 
And we’ll both feel better.” 

She got up and started weaving toward 
the bedroom and would have fallen if | 
hadn’t run after her and grabbed her. 
“Hey, you are high, kid,” I laughed. “Come 
on now, I'll steer you to the bed. Look out 
for that chair now. There you are. Now 
just lie down and relax.” 

“You lie down relax, too. Come on, 
Paul baby, do what mama tells you.” 

“But Luann, you’re the one that need: 
to—to rest.” 

Luann locked her arms around my neck 
and fell backwards on the bed, pulling me 
with her. When I tried to get up, she tight 
ened her arms and held on even when! 
rolled over, trying to break free. 

“Now who’s the best man?” she giggled, 
looking down at me impishly. 

I was beginning to get a reaction to such 
contact with her. ‘“Luann—please 
honey, let me up. You’re high. You don! 
know what you’re doing.” 

“Oh yes I do,” she drawled. “What you 
think I got you in here on the bed for?” 


close 
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“But you’re Tom’s wife—and he’s my 
friend, Luann. We mustn’t do anything like 
—like—” 

My protest was smothered when Luann’s 
mouth crushed down on mine in a kiss 
which sent me pinwheeling into the wild 
blue yonder, to phrase it politely. And... . 

I didn’t get back to the shop until late 
afternoon and when I did it was difficult 
to concentrate on matters at hand, for my 
mind stubbornly persisted in dwelling 
upon that exciting interlude with Luann. 
| kept wondering how Tom, or any man, 
could walk out on her. Then I decided that 
maybe it was my pent up sex hunger which 
had made our torrid session seem so ter- 
rific. I also decided that it wouldn’t be 
repeated, although it was likely there 
would be no chance of it. anyway. Because 
no doubt Luann herself would be repent- 
ant, and also would blame me. 

Somehow I managed to eventually shrug 
off all such speculations as transactions 
requiring my attention followed one after 
another. And when I knocked off at closing 
time, I was really beat. I felt a pang of 
guilt when I got home and found Nella 
waiting dinner for me, and felt her cool 
lips touch my cheek in her customary 
greeting. And as we ate she seemed more 
lovely and desirable than ever and I won- 
dered how I could feel like that after hav- 
ing done what I had done that very day. 
But the feeling persisted, and after dinner, 
for the first time in months, I set out to 
make love to her, or rather. to try and 
trick her into the right kind of mood. 

We were sitting in the living room, I in 
my big easy chair, and Nella curled up on 
the divan, listening to my favorite record, 
Ravel’s Pavanne. When it was finished, 
Nella got up and sighed, “Well. that cer- 
tainly is a lovely piece—but I guess I'd 
better get up before I fall asleep because 
I've some paper work to do.” 

“Aw, why don’t you take it easy 
once?” I asked. “Ill make a couple of 
high-balls. They'll relax us, because I’m 
tired, too.” 

“Well,” Nella said doubtfully, “don’t 


make mine strong, because you know me, 


fi r 


Paul—the stuff goes to my head.” 

“Okay, I won't,” I promised. “In fact, 
I'll let you pour your own.” 

I knew there was gingerale in the re- 
frigerator and that it would be thoroughly 
chilled. I also knew that it blended so well 
with bourbon that Nella wouldn’t be able 
to tell if I loaded it before I took the 
glasses and the bottle into the living room 
and let her add the little that she would 
put into it. That’s what I did. 
the idea from the way Luann had acted 


I'd gotten 


while she was high, and I hoped the pow- 
erful drink would also unleash my wife’s 
inhibitions. 

Unsuspectingly, Nella carefully poured 
a small amount of the liquid into her glass. 
and I fixed mine. Then I started the record 
player going again, that time with some 
dreamy Straus waltz stuff I knew she liked. 
I played it cool. I mean, while I was sit- 


ting on the divan beside Nella, I made no 
passes at her until we had finished our 
drinks. By then I knew she was getting 
high from the shrill quality of her voice, 
the way she laughed, and finally by the 
way she turned to me, after a while, laid 
her head on my shoulder, and giggled, 
“Ooh, Paul! I must have put more of that 
stuff in my glass than I realized. I—I 
think I’m getting—drunk!” 

“Oh no you are not,” I scoffed. “Not 
you, baby.” 

“But Paul—I feel so funny!” 

I slid my arms around her and held her 
against me, desire welling up in me—and 
hope that this time we might crash the 
which had for 
so long! I kissed her hair. nibbled at her 
ears until she squealed, touched her eyes 
with my lips. and finally, I kissed her— 
kissed her in the same way Luann had 
kissed me—and felt a thrill of triumph 
when, after a few seconds of trying to pull 
away. Nella responded, timidly at first, 


barrier stood between us 


then avidly! 

With our mouths still fused together, I 
picked her up and carried her into my 
room, my heart hammering when her arms 
stole up around my neck and she began 
to quiver and make little moaning noises. 
A few seconds later, at exactly the wrong 
instant, the telephone shrilled, and Nella 
stiffened, then writhed away, pushing at 
me. “The phone—answer the phone, Paul!” 

“The heck with the phone,” I muttered, 
trying to pull her back. But Nella tricked 
me by relaxing for a second, then when I 
sought to improve my grip, she twisted 
free and sprang up. her eyes wild. 

“IT know what you were up to! You dis- 
gust With that she whirled out of 
the ran into her 
slammed her door. An instant later I heard 
the click of the lock. 

By then the telephone had ceased ring- 
ing. I sat on the side of my bed, my heart 
feeling as if I were dan- 


me!” 


room. own room, and 


still thumping, 
gling from a cable a thousand feet in the 
air. I felt like breaking down Nella’s door 
and taking her by force, brutally, savagely. 
But I knew that wasn’t what I had wanted. 
And Nella’s hurt me to my 
heart. I hadn’t even thought... 

I wandered into the living room and 
took a walloping drink—straight. Then 
the phone rang again. I started to let it 
ring, not wanting to be bothered right then 
But I thought I 
I sure didn’t want to stay 
in the house in my So I an- 
swered it—and heard Luann’s voice. 

“Can you talk, Paul?” she asked softly. 

“Yeah. What do you want Luann?” 

“You. But you don’t sound like you’re 
glad to hear from me.” 

“Sure Iam. But I thought you’d be sore 
after what happened this after- 


accusation 


with any service calls. 
might as well 


upset state. 


at me 
noon.” 

“Tm 
And I sure wish you were here right this 


not sore, honey. Just the opposite. 


minute, the way I’m feeling!” 
“And the way /’m feeling, I wish I was, 


too!” 
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“Well, can’t you get away, Paul baby? 
Can’t you?” 

“T sure can,” I said harshly. “Hold ev- 
erything, I’m on my way!” 

I was in an ugly, mixed-up mood as I 
drove, much too fast, to Luann’s house. 
My strongest feeling was to revenge my- 
elf against Nella by deliberately cheating 
on her, this time. She wasn’t the only 
woman in the world, I told myself bitterly, 
ind I was through eating my heart out 
ver her! 

Luann opened the door to me wearing 

) exciting sheer garment. The instant she 
losed the door behind us, she flung her- 
elf into my arms, and in an instant we 
vere kissing in that exciting way of hers 
ind straining together, our arms locked 
round each other. 

I felt as if a sheet of flame had sprung 

inside me; I felt as if the whole world 


on fire... 


ATER, MINUTES, OR HOURS, I 
didn’t know which, I drifted back to 
fey awareness. 
Still later—again I did not know how 
ch later—I experienced the feeling of 
deep peace, of complete fulfillment such 
is I'd never before experienced. I glanced 
my watch and was shocked to see its 
hands indicated it four 
lock. I sat up, knowing I'd better get 
home or Nella would discover I’d been out 
practically all night. But when I started 
Luann reached out and pulled me 
and locked her arms around me. 
Where you think youre going, dar- 
rum- 


minous was 


she demanded in her slow, 
drawl. 
“Tt’s four o’clock,” I told her. “I’ve got to 


nome, baby.” 


You don’t kave to do nothin’ but die,” 


honey 


whispered. 

But I don’t want Nella to know I’ve—” 

Forget that hinckty witch, Paul, baby. 
tay right here with your Luann, you 


I stayed, stayed until day broke, stayed 
| Luann made a breakfast of ham, hom- 
srits and hot biscuits such as I hadn’t 
ed since I was a kid, in Texas, stayed 

almost noon, after calling the shop 

And 


she 


d learning everything was okay. 
I left, Luann cried and said 
in’t stand to see me go. 
Luann,” I said, trying to get away, “I 
don’t get this. Yesterday morning you were 
ig to kill yourself because Tom walked 
And now—” 
Yesterday is a dead ole day,” she de- 


you. 


| ared in a curiously toneless voice, “and 
lomorrow, well it ain’t yet got here. So 
don’t nothin’ matter but Today—and that’s 


can do, live one day at a time, 
that right?” 
But Luann—” I began. 
talk about it, Paul,” she cut 
her dark eyes flashing. “Don’t mention 
the subject ever again, you hear?” 


Don’t 


“Okay,” I shrugged. “But 
same—” 
“Paul!” 


just the 


SHUT UP—and got a kiss as a reward. 

I would have bet all the tea in China 
that right then even Eartha Kitt couldn’t 
have stirred my pulse—and I’d have lost 
my bet! 

The rest of that day I fluctuated between 
a heady sense of conquest and a strange 
feeling of uneasiness. The way Luann had 
switched her affections so quickly from 
Tom to me, as it was hard to doubt she 
had, just wouldn’t add up. And I thought 
maybe I’d better keep clear of a situation 
like that. Besides, even though Tom had 
left Luann, he might change his mind and 
return to her—maybe even catch us wrong. 
Then what would happen? And besides, 
he had been my friend—my best friend. 
And I'd better not get tangled up in a deal 
like that, I thought. 

That evening Nella acted cold and dis- 
tant. I didn’t know if it was because of 
what had happened between us the night 
before, or if she knew I hadn’t been home 
all night, afterward. Nor did she enlighten 
me. I had worked hard all afternoon and 
I really was tired, perhaps not just from 
my work. I took a long hot bath and went 
to bed, for the first time shutting my bed- 
room door, as Nella had hers. 

I went to sleep almost at once—and 
started dreaming of Luann. I guess my 
dreams became so vivid that when I awak- 
ened in the middle of the night and found 
she wasn’t in my arms, [ couldn’t get back 
to sleep. I went into the living room and 
lit a cigarette and tried to read the paper, 
but had no interest in it. Thinking a drink 
might help, I poured myself a straight shot. 
A few minutes later, without consciously 
planning it. I dialed Luann’s number and 
she answered almost at once, her “Hello?” 
not even sounding sleepy. 

“I’m sorry to disturb you, honey,” I said, 
keeping my voice down, “but—well, I got 
to dreaming about you, and—” 

“T knew you were going 
fore this night was over,” I 
sounding pleased. “And I 
right by my bed, so I could answer you 
right quick. How long before you can get 
here?” 

“Gee—I don’t think 
After all—” 

“Tl be expectin’ you right soon,” Luann 
said and—hung up. 

I hadn’t the slightest intention of going 
to her, but when I went back into my room 
I started dressing. I still wasn’t going to 
her when I quietly left the house, telling 
myself I’'d just take a short walk, then 
maybe I could sleep. I did take a walk— 
straight to my car. And a half hour later, 
I was in Luann’s arms and she was kissing 
me in a way that started a blaze in me like 
a grass fire on a windy day... 

It didn’t dawn on me for a couple of 
weeks that I was leading a double life— 
nor that Luann had become as necessary to 


to call me be- 
suann drawled, 
got the phone 


I’d better do that. 


me as the air I breathed. Life was go 
changed for me that sometimes I couldn't 
believe it. I had never cared much for pop 
tunes, had considered most of them senti. 
mental mush, but suddenly, hearing them 
on juke boxes, other people’s radios, or 
wherever, they so often seemed exactly to 
express what I felt for Luann. I think that 
was what really made me know I was in 
love with her. 

Nella noticed the change in me and com. 
mented on it. “You’re mighty gay these 
days,” she observed one evening. “Is busi. 
ness that good?” 

I thought, you would figure business was 
the only thing of importance, dear wife, 
But I said, “Yep, business is fine.” 

“I thought it must be,” she remarked, 
“Youre certainly doing a lot of night 
service work lately, I notice.” 

“The more of it I get, the better I like 
it,’ I replied, enjoying the fact that the 
kind of business I was speaking of wasn't 
at all what she meant. Then I wasn’t s 
sure, because she slanted a strange, ques 
tioning look at me, and dropped the sub- 
ject. 

A month went by, then two. My only 
worry was, Luann wouldn’t start divorce 
action against Tom although I kept sug. 
gesting it and hinting that I'd get my free. 
dom too and we could be married. But 
all she would say was, “Paul, don’t rush 
things, hear. The time ain’t yet. I'll know 
when it is, and darlin’ I'll let you know.” 

January, February, March, the chilly, 
wet months of winter slid by and during 
the raw, rainy evenings, Luann would bum 
birch logs in her fireplace and we would 
sit in front of it, playing records and sip- 
ping brandy which we had adopted as our 
favorite drink. Or sometimes I’d hold her 
in my arms and we would gaze into the 
fire, quiet, content, saying nothing nor 
needing too, and it all was so exactly what 
I had longed to do with Nella that some. 
times it struck a pang of regret in my 
heart that our marriage had gone sour. 

Yet I was very much in love with Luann, 
I marvelled at it constantly—how I never 
tired of her—how each time I came to her 
it was with a lover’s eagerness and up 
dimmed passion. And how often I thought 
of how I, who had been so starved for love, 
now feasted as a king on all its multi 
colored delights. For how could I doubt 
that Luann loved me as I loved her when 
she responded so instantly to my every 





mood? 

Still, I sensed that we could not go o 
as we were indefinitely—that something 
had to give—that we would have to come 
to some definite decision and carry it 
through. I dreaded the one I would have 
to initiate, so unsuspicious did Nella seem, 
so great, therefore, would be the shock to 
her when I asked her to divorce me. But 
I would not let her stand in my way, and 
when I realized that, I knew at last how 








it had been with Tom, and I wondered if 
he had found as much happiness with his 
Rosita as I had with my Luann. 
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One morning in late April. I paused in 
my front yard, gazing up at the bright 
blue sky, savoring the fragrance of new 
blooming spring flowers, and breathing 
deep of the warm, sun-washed air, and 
somehow it all was a part of my Love for 
Luann, like a promise of forever happiness. 
How could I know that within an hour, the 
sky would fall in on me, the perfume of 
fowers become a bitter mockery? 

It began when I pulled out my keys to 
open my shop and a man standing by the 
door thrust a paper into my hand and rap- 
idly walked away. I looked at it—opened 
it—and found that I had been served notice 
my wife had filed for divorce! It was the 
surprise, the unexpectedness of it that 
stunned me so. for I had not dreamed Nella 
even suspected my infidelity. But 
ously she had. I didn’t doubt that in her 
cold, efficient way. she had probably even 
obtained evidence of it, and then had acted 


obvi- 


without a word to me. 

Dazedly I went into my shop, into my 
ofice and slumped into my chair. Then it 
hit me that without any effort on my part, 
without my having to go through the tear- 
ful scenes I had anticipated. I was relieved 
of the decision to leave Nella! 

Grabbing the phone, I hastily dialed Lu- 
ann’s number. thinking that now she would 
have to take action toward her freedom, 
too. When she answered, I said. “Hi, 
honey! This is your best boyfriend and 
ay 

“Paul?” she interrupted. “Paul, 
know what? I had just this second picked 
up the phone to call you! Funny, huh? 
And listen. Paul. I’ve got to tell you some- 
thing—” 

“Darling.” I cut in, “just wait until you 
hear what I’ve got to tell you!” 


you 


“Paul—vou_ better listen to me _ first, 
hear? Tom came home last night. I sure 
was glad you wasn’t here. And Paul 


we're goin’ hack together again. I’m awful, 
awful sorry—but that’s how it is.” 

And when I didn’t answer. Luann asked, 
“Paul—did you hear what I just said?” 

“Yes,” I sighed. “Yes, I heard what 
you said. Arid now I understand why you 
wouldn’t Tom—it was him 
loved all the time. wasn’t it? But Luann, 
why, why in God’s name have you acted 
like it was me vou loved all this time?” 

“Paul—please. honey—don’t take it so 
hard. It was like this 
me and did what he was big enough to do, 
so I done the same. That kept us even. 
see? And Paul. darlin’, I wasn’t pretend- 
ing with you—not after a while, anyway. 
In fact, I thought sure I did love you for 
real. But I had a feelin’ Tom would come 
draggin’ back some time. And I wanted to 
wait and see how did I feel when he did. 
And I can’t change how I feel, can 1?” 

I hung up then. What else could I do? 
Except sit there and listen with aching 
heart to a playback of a recording my 
mind made that day Tom told me why he’d 
left Luann: “ . . . and man, that chick 
was in my blood like a tropical fever... 


divorce you 


Tom went off from 


I didn’t mean for it to happen, and I sure 
didn’t want it to . Paul you don’t un- 
derstand. It would have to happen to you 
for you to understand. And I hope it never 
does. Because love can make a fool out 
of you, man 

Like it had made a fool out of me, I 
thought bitterly. THE END 





I Drove 
My Man Away 


> 


(Continued from Page 33 


his table manners were like. 

I think I first noticed Wesley in grammar 
school. In junior high. we developed our 
crush on each other and before we were 
out of high school, we had a full-fledged 
romance going. It just naturally lasted 
through my days in college when Wesley, 
whose folks had not been able to send him 
off to school, would come to visit me three 
or four times a semester. He was working 
during the day and taking a night course 
at a business school. 

I suppose even then, in those college 
days when I joined a sorority, that I wished 
that Wesley had been on the campus and 
had been a big man in one of the men’s 
fraternities. or a star on the football team 
or something. But the importance of those 
things seemed to melt away any time we 
were together. 

By this time. of course, 
ly disapproved of our friendship. Up until 
college it hadn’t mattered. But then, when 
Wesley didn’t go away to school, mother 
began to say little things. 

“You know. dear.” 
“vou’re really beginning to outgrow Wes- 


mother thorough- 


she would say, 
ley. I’m sure he must have been fun as a 
child, but children any 
more. He’s drifting off his way and you're 
going yours. You will find that education 
and new contacts and experiences will en- 
able you to grow into a richer person, while 
Wesley will stop far behind you.” 

“But Mother.” I objected. 
Wes doesn’t go to college doesn’t mean that 
we're still 
home in the summer and college isn’t too 
far away for Wes to visit me. And just be- 
cause he doesn’t meet the same people I 
meet during the next four years doesn’t 
mean that he will stop making new con- 


now you aren't 


“just because 


going separate ways. I come 


tacts and having new experiences. He 
doesn’t have to stop ‘growing’ as you call 
in” 

“You think not?” mother almost snapped 
at me. “If some good woman doesn’t take 
him over he'll be a shiftless bum before 
you know it. Look at his father. What is 
he? A common factory worker who didn’t 
even save enough money to send Wesley to 
college. It shows a weakness in the fam- 
ily’s whole ancestral pattern. And no mat- 
ter what you might think, heredity counts 
in an individual. Just you wait and see.” 

There was no point in arguing with 
mother when she felt that strongly about a 


thing. I can remember when I was younger 
and father used to put up an argument 
with mother about things they didn’t agree 
on. But he soon quit. He had learned that 
she was almost always right. And even 
when she wasn’t, she managed to sound 
like she was just the same. 

But mother didn’t break up my romance. 
although she tried often enough. When the 
lectures didn’t work, even though I 
wouldn’t argue, her memory suddenly be- 
gan to lapse. She would “forget” to tell 
me that Wesley had called, or, if I was up 
in my room, she would “forget” that I was 
home and tell him I had gone out or some- 
thing. She also frequently invited a good 
number of what considered to be 
“promising young men” to the house for 
dinner and other social gatherings without 
my knowing about it until the last moment. 
and I was expected to entertain them. 

But despite her efforts to come between 
Wesley and me, I somehow never really re- 
sented her attitude. I knew she was ac- 
tually doing what she thought was best. 
And after a while, I felt she was beginning 
to give up on the idea of breaking us up. 
That was why I had finally given in to 
Wesley’s urging that we marry. I had 
wanted to long before. when I first grad- 
uated from college, but I didn’t think the 
time was right to spring it on mother. Now. 
a full year later, it seemed like it was then 
or never. 

“Mother,” I said finally, “this shouldn’t 
come as any surprise to you, but Wes and 
I are going to be married.” 

I was looking at her then, and I saw how 
she almost dropped the book she was read- 
ing. She didn’t answer for a moment, but 
when she did. you would have 
guessed she had suffered any shock from 
the news. although I had seen she had. 

“T don’t know why you say it shouldn’t 
come as any surprise to me, Charlotte.” she 
said evenly, without bothering to look up. 
“After all, the very fact that you are think- 
ing of marriage at all is rather surprising. 
let alone the fact that you say you want to 
marry Wesley.” 

“T didn’t say I wanted to. mother,” I cor- 
rected her. “I said I’m going to.” 

“Don’t you think we should have at least 
talked about this before you made such a 
dramatic and final decision?” 

“Oh. I don’t see anything so dramatic 
about it, and I had intended to talk it over 
with you and father but—” 

“You needn’t have discussed it with your 
father.” mother said curtly, “but I should 
think you would have at least had the cour- 
tesy and respect to come to me before you 
tried to make any definite plans, as it 
seems you have done.” 

There was a bitterness in her voice, 
strange even for mother. And I thought 
she was on the verge of tears, although I 
had never seen her cry in my life and could 


she 


never 


not imagine her ever doing so. She was 
too cool, efficient and independent. 

Again I decided not to argue with her, 
but to tell her simply what the plans were 
for the marriage. Surprisingly enough, she 
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put up no further argument either. I guess 
she was thinking about the hereditary busi- 
ness, and knew that I had gotten a stub- 
born streak from her. 

I told her that Wesley and I planned to 
be married in ninety days, that we planned 
to do it quietly with only a couple of wit- 
nesses, that we had picked out an apart- 
ment, and that I would continue to teach 
school after we were married. 

Mother didn’t like the apartment loca- 
tion, and suggested that we might stay at 
our house “for a while.” But I told her 
Wesley would certainly be opposed to the 
idea, so she let the matter drop. She was 
more insistent about our plans for the wed- 
ding, however. 

“Remember, my dear,” she said, “you 
have certain obligations to yourself, your 
family and society. To suddenly drop from 
ight for your marriage to this boy only 
eems to magnify your poor taste in choos- 
ng a husband. It’s as though you were ad- 
mitting you were making a bad choice. Be- 
sides, there are friends of mine whom I 
would like to witness your marriage, no 
matter whom you marry. A large church 
wedding is the only way. And Charlotte, 
you owe it to yourself.” 

I decided to make this one concession to 
mother. It was the first in a long line of 
them. 

[ explained to Wesley my desire for 
changing the actual wedding plans by say- 
ing simply: “After all, Wes, baby, a girl 
only gets married once.” 

He liked that “only once” bit, so I had 
little difficulty getting him to agree. 





ND SO WE WERE MARRIED—vwith 
all the pomp and ceremony imagin- 
ble. It was a double-ring ceremony with 
ower girl, ring bearer, matron, attend- 


ants and hundreds of guests. Afterwards, 
there was the reception with a big, multi- 


tiered wedding cake, ice molded into giant 

an hgures, and endless flow of cham- 
pagne and a number of flashbulb-popping 
newspaper photographers. I had to admit 
i was quite thrilled. 

Isn’t it wonderful. Wes!” I squealed 
delightedly to my three-hour-old husband 

[ pressed my hand hard into his. 

‘It’s so lovely it’s about to make me 
Wesley said, and laughed good-na- 

That’s what I liked about Wes. 
He would always go along with the pro- 


turedly 


Father was the only one who looked like 
he was about to blow a blood vessel. 
Well,” he said disgustedly, “this is 
it the closest thing I’ve seen to a three- 
circus since Ringling Brothers, Bar- 


n and Bailey were in town. The worst 
part of it all is that you kids have to suffer 
through it like you were having the time of 


your lives.” 
Oh, Dad,” I scolded, “it isn’t really that 
bad. I’m enjoying it.” 
“How about you, Wes?” father asked. 
Ever seen anything so ridiculous?” 
Yes,” Wes said slowly, “when the bears 


i4 


got loose in the monkey cage at the zoo.” 

We all laughed at that. 

If there had been any doubts in my mind 
about marrying Wes—and there were a few 
after all my mother’s warnings—they van- 
ished like wisps of white cloud on our wed- 
ding night. Wes was gentle, tender, pa- 
tient—and wonderful. Our two-week hon- 
eymoon, half of it spent in a mountain 
cabin hideaway and the rest on a gala 
round of Los Angeles night life, made me 
feel like Alice in Wonderland. 

And the honeymoon didn’t seem to end 
then. The newness of marriage, furnishing 
our small apartment, making meals for 
Wes and taking off for work together every 
morning was all as thrilling as the first two 
weeks had been. 

We hadn’t even had our first argument 
three months later when the city graduate 
chapter of my college sorority gave its first 
annual splash dance, a grand summer for- 
mal affair. 

“T’ve got that pretty blue gown I’ve only 
worn once,” I told Wesley, “but you’re go- 
ing to need some summer formal clothes.” 

“You know, Charlotte,’ Wes said, “we 
had planned to go back up to the moun- 
tains for the week-end before this came up. 
Why do we have to change our plans 
now?” 

“Why. we just have to, Wes,” I replied. 
“This is the sorority’s first time at this, and 
it’s just got to be a success. It’s liable to 
be the biggest thing of the year. We can’t 
miss it just for some dinky little mountain 
cabin.” 

“You didn’t think it was just a dinky 
little mountain cabin on our honeymoon,” 
Wes said with a sly grin. But he quickly 
wrinkled his forehead into a network of 
frowns and added: “Besides, this is one of 
the very few times this year I won’t have to 
work Saturdays at the store. I'd kind of 
like to get away from it all for a couple of 
days.” 

“Well, so would I Wes,” I said. crawling 
onto his lap—I figured I might as well try 
to prejudice the jury—“You know I would, 
but we can make it some other time, even 
if you have to just take off from the store. 
Besides, I want to see how you look in 
white tie and tails.” 

It finally took a little more loving per- 
sistence to bring Wesley around to the 
idea than I had figured on, but at last he 
agreed with a parting shot about “the 
clothes are going to cost a lot more than 
I’m going to get out of them.” 

And it wasn’t long after that when Wes- 
ley and I ran into trouble again. It was 
early in the fall social season that we be- 
gan receiving invitations to numerous func- 
tions, large and small, both formal and in- 
formal. After a few of them, Wesley com- 
plained: 

“You know, Charlotte, I’m beginning to 
feel like a fool, trotting around behind you 
to places like the Forrests or to Bill Sim- 
mons’ and other folks who wouldn’t even 
speak to me in the street, notice me in a 
bar or come to my funeral if it wasn’t for 
you.” 


“Oh, don’t be silly,” I said. “You're q 
regular guy. They like you.” 

“Sure,” Wes said, “I’m regular enough, 
But some of your friends are pretty high. 
brow, you know, especially those who ar 
family friends of your mother. You migh 
not have noticed it, but they have a way noy 
and then of turning little screws to remin( 
me that I am an outsider whose trespas. 
ing is being tolerated only because I hap 
pened to marry a screwball daughter oj 
one of the leaders of the chosen few.” 

“You're imagining things. Forget it,” | 
said. 

“No, I’m not imagining things, and I’p 
not kidding either, Charlotte,” Wes said 
firmly. “Why can’t we form our own circ 
of friends, including some of the people we 
already see—there are some good joes ip 
the crowd and I don’t want to be selfish 
about this thing. But Charlotte, we had: 
lot of friends of our own all through high 
school days and before we were married, 
When did we lose that gang? Why don! 
we see more of them?” 

“We'll see. Wes,” I said, using a tone] 
had heard mother use often on father wher 
she wanted to dismiss an unpleasant con- 
versation. I turned away from him and 
busied myself with some fresh facial make. 
up. Mother had done that, too. 

I didn’t want to admit to Wes then thai 
a lot of the gatherings we went to was be 
cause of mother’s insistence. She had im 
pressed me with the idea that, as she put it 
“One does not drop out of one’s natural 
environment simply to suit the whims ofa 
less-cultured partner.” 

When I objected to her loose usage of 
the term “less-cultured,” she pointed out 
that there were little ways in which it 
should fit Wesley. He did not, she re 
minded me, see the necessity of having 
wine with dinner, of attending the opera a 
of spooning his soup away from him. He 
did not talk of the Champ Elysees or the 
Catacombs of Paris (because he had net 
been to Paris or any other place in Europe 
and he chose not to argue either politic 
or religion, “a clear indication of his lack 
of perception,” mother concluded. 

Wes had not done much to win mother: 
loving affection either when he once, after 
mother chided him about not joining in: 
discussion she led, replied tartly: “I was 
once told it is often better to remain silen! 
and be thought a fool, than to speak ani 
remove all doubt.” 

Mother never forgave Wes for that. 

And by now the pattern was definitel 
set. I should have been able to see it ver 
clearly. 

But despite these small arguments thé 
arose between Wes and I from time to time. 
I failed to detect any serious threat to ou! 
marriage. But I was pretty dumb anywa). 
I guess. I didn’t even realize the serious 
ness of our first major difference. It came 
shortly after we discovered I was going ! 
have a child. I was going to have to gité 
up my teaching job, of course, and the cold 
facts of economics were staring us in the 





face. 
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“I don’t see anything to get upset about,” 
Wes declared. “I’m taking in fairly decent 
money from my share of the store. Oh, it 
jsn’t a lot, I know, but we aren’t exactly 
candidates for the poor house, either.” 

“No, not exactly,” I said, brooding a bit. 
Mother and I had already discussed the 
situation, and she seemed to have come up 
with a logical solution. 

“I never did approve of your working 
after marriage anyway, dear,” she said. 
“Now that you have sufficient cause to quit, 
I think you should consider your retire- 
ment from the working class to be perma- 
nent. And there really is no reason for 
Wesley not to give up that fish market and 
join your father. Room can be made for 
him in the firm. He may not earn much 
more money at first, but certainly his fu- 
ture would be more secure and he would 
make a lot more in the long run.” 

Had Wesley been aware of that conver- 
sation between mother and I he would not 
have been so outraged when I broke the 
idea to him later on. 

“It really seems like the smart thing to 
do,” I told him, not mentioning that mother 
had thought of it. 

“Are you out of your mind, Charlotte?” 
Wesley asked incredulously. “In the first 
place, I’m perfectly happy in the work I’m 
doing. In the second place, I don’t know 
the first thing about your father’s real es- 
tate business, and third, my grocery part- 
ner can’t afford to buy me out and [ think 
he’d be pretty sure to be unhappy about 
my selling my interest to someone else.” 

“Well, [ll be pretty unhappy if you 
don’t.” I snapped. “And there’s nothing 
that says you can’t sell your share if you 
want to. After all, it fault he 
can’t buy you out.” 

Things got pretty bitter between Wesley 


your 


isn’t 


and I that night, and he never agreed to 
the idea. I was beginning to wonder if 
maybe I had tried to push him too far sev- 
eral days suddenly an- 
nounced he had talked to father and they 
had agreed about him coming into the firm. 
Wes didn’t know that father had already 
received his instructions from mother. 

I was 
seemed quite pleased herself. 


later when he 


deliriously happy and mother 

“I’m sure our decision has been a sound 
one.” she said. 

Only Wesley had nothing to say. I should 
have known then that I had brought a 
breach between us that might never be 
healed. 
woman interferes with a man and his work. 

The next two years went without further 


It can happen that way when a 


recurrence of any such serious difference 
between Wesley and me, but even then I 
think I could see the smouldering resent- 
ment that lived within him. He came, went, 
ate, slept and performed family functions 
simply as a matter of course. I must con- 
fess, too, that I was growing unhappy with 
this new lifelessness that had set into our 
relationship. Perhaps that is the reason I 
made the mistake of over-planning our 
daughter’s second birthday. 

Wesley had refused to take a higher 


salary than he felt he was worth as a be- 
ginner in father’s business. He worked 
diligently, and began to earn more, but 
still our expenses seemed to always main- 
tain pace with our income, and Wesley had 
been insistent that we take no aid or dis- 
guised And 
Gwendolyn’s birthday came at just one of 
there any real 


bonuses from my _ parents. 


those times when wasn't 
amount of cash on hand. 
Nevertheless. with mother’s approval, ] 
went ahead and prepared for a big party, 
inviting all the children of parents in the 
I ordered two large cakes and 


hired 


society set. 
seventeen varieties of ice cream. I 
a small string outfit to come in and play 
children’s music, rented a movie projector 
and screen along with a couple of reels of 
western movie film, and then mother and 
I decided on the finishing touches 
lollipops with each child’s initials pressed 
into the candy, and a small child’s watch 
as a gift them. That would 
knock their parents’ eyes out, mother said. 

Wesley, of course, didn’t know what was 
going on until it was too late. Oh, he knew 


cjant 


for each of 


there would be a party, all right, but not 
one of such magnificent proportions. 

He arrived home just as the party broke 
up and must have turned blue. 

“You’ve done some crazy things in your 
time, Charlotte.” he said loudly, “but this 
flat takes the cake, icing and all.” 

“Nothing is too good for our daughter,” 
I said, trying to sound the way mother had 
sounded when she had said it to me earlier. 

“Absolutely Wesley 


think we should also go right out and buy 


not,” snapped. “I 


her the Empire State Building, General 
Motors and all the corn flakes at Battle 
Creek.” 


“That’s over-simplification,” I snapped, 
trying to show him I was getting impatient 
with his attitude. 

“Sure 


Wesley 


replied, ignoring my tone. “And maybe it’s 


it’s over-simplification,” 


a whole lot of other big words. But a hell- 
uva lot of things that aren’t too good for 
our daughter are too expensive for her par- 
And it’s plain foolishness to buy 
watches for a bunch of kids 
even old enough to tell time.” 


ents. 
who aren’t 


“There were some children as old as 
six,” I reminded him. 

“Then you should have at least collected 
cash from the older ones. They probably 
can afford it. And speaking of affording it, 
how do you propose to pay for this juve- 
nile orgy?” 

“Mother has been so kind as to take care 
of that,” 
voice that I could muster. 

“Oh, really now,” Wes said. 
had risen to a shout. “Mother always takes 
She took 


care of the wedding, our friends, my job 


I said with all the iciness in my 
His voice 
care of everytting, doesn’t she? 


and now my daughter’s life. What a dope 
I was when I thought I married a grown- 
up woman. If I had wanted to marry your 
mother, I probably could have done it, you 
know. I don’t think your father would have 
any objections to getting rid of her.” 


There had never been any thought of 
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physical violence between Wesley and I 
before, but without even realizing what I 
was doing, I slapped his face with all the 
strength I could summon. The look in his 
eyes when I had done it frightened me in- 
stantly. But in that same moment I real- 
zed that mother would never have backed 
down. She would have bluffed her way 
through. I stared at him coldly. 

“Was that for your mother?” Wes asked 
evenly. 

“Yes.” I said without emotion. 

“That’s all I wanted to know,” he said. 
[ could take it from you, but I won’t take 
t trom her.” 

He wheeled and walked into the bed- 
n. Soon I could hear the sound of his 
king his belongings. When he had a 

litease together, he came out. ready to 
leave. I looked at him but I didn’t speak. 

‘I hope you and your mother will be 

happy.” he said. 

For a moment, he seemed to regret his 

rds and want to apologize. But he 

As he backed slowly out of the 
door, I closed it softly. 


l in’t 


\ ] OTHER couldn’t have been happier. 
Nor did she wait to say, “I told you 


[ warned you that the whole family was 
eak,” she said several days later when 
Gwendolyn and I had gone to live with her. 
He couldn’t face the responsibilities of 
rriage and parenthood. No man, no real 
would walk out on his wife and 
When mother had said practically the 
> thing a few days before, I had been 
und shocked by Wesley’s actions. and 
yvords then had rung with truth. Now, 
had time to think and to grow 
of mother’s endless tirade against 
\" father and men in general, I did 
find her particularly com- 


speech 


\ week later, Wesley moved back into 
ipartment, and when I learned of this, 
rst inclination was to telephone him. 


| wasn’t sure what I was going to say, but 
| knew that the sound of his voice would 


much to me. We had never been 

from each other before. But mother, 
irse, would not hear of it. 

He has done this of his own choosing,” 

id, “and it is the best thing that 

ild ever have happened for your sake 

Lwe ndolyn’s.” 

trange how I could continue to obey 

even when I no longer agreed with 

But now it seemed nothing really mat- 

| tered. neither mother’s snide remarks nor 

empt to make Gwendolyn and me 

home nor her thinly veiled sugges- 

t that Bill Simmons and Bobby For- 

still very eligible young men and 

| would do well to attract their atten- 

Not that this would have satisfied 

er did not want to see me with 





now I was desperately lonely and 
blamed Wesley. He had been so 
d good to be with at first. If only 
changed. If only he—but that 


] 


was it! Wes hadn’t changed. It was I who 
had attempted to change him, and in trying 
to be the man I wanted him to be, Wes had 
lost his own character, his own identity, 
the one I loved. And he had fought his 
way back to himself by leaving me. He 
hadn’t given in. like father had to mother, 
giving me a chance to despise him as I 
really had unknowingly despised father’s 
weakness. I loved Wes the way he had been 
before I married him, and that was the way 
I wanted him now! 

I understood it all for the first time, and 
knew that a telephone call would never do. 
I dressed to go see him. 

Mother, of course, was furious, but this 
time I was ready for her. 

“Don’t say anything,” I 
“Don’t say one word.” 

“T won't.” she said firmly. “I won’t re- 
mind you of all I’ve tried to do for you.” 

“Like what?” I said, “ruin my mar- 
riage? That cold dissection of men you 
specialize in is really just a cover up for 
your own weakness. What did you ever do 
to gain such a lofty position in society? 
You got there off the fact that father makes 
a lot of money and in this town money is 
society. That overbearing manner of yours 
works simply because other people are too 
polite to return your ill manners. And you 
resent father because you have to depend 
on him and his money to keep you up 
there on your imaginary throne. Well. I’m 
no longer one of your loyal subjects. Wes 
never was and our daughter is never going 
to be.” 

I was dressed now and going out the 
door. Mother stood there with the blood 
drained from her face and with the look 
of a man charged with murder who 
has just seen the undisputable evidence 
brought in before his eyes. 

“I’m sorry. Mother,” I said, “but that’s 
the way it is.” 

I dashed: out the door with Gwendolyn. 
I couldn’t wait to see Wes. THE END 


warned her. 





Hit Blues 


(Continued from Page 21) 


nothin’ but a po’ gal feelin’ bad; 
“Worryin’ herself to death ’bout 
“The things she’s never had!” 


The best blues are the ones about a guy 
and his gal. If she’s unpredictable and 
given to doublecrossing him, all the better. 
You usually cast him in the role of a two- 
timer, also, although there are times when 
you'll find it makes for more interest to let 
him be trifling. but possessive of some qual- 
ity or attraction that makes her love or 
want him in spite of everything. Usually it 
is wise to cast him as a heartbreaker: you 
know, “The Man Who Comes Around,” as 
once explained by Tommy Tucker on a 
record by that title. But you don’t libel by 
name the ice man. the grocery boy, the 
insurance or the Fuller Brush Man. Let 
the listener form his own conclusion. 


On the other hand, your heroine is al- 
ways a woman some other fellow is trying 


to move in on. Her fickle affections are 
dramatized for all they are worth. She’s 
got to make him mad enough to commit 
mayhem to get her back. Incidentally. she 
is almost always referred to as “Baby.” 

In another sense. the blues is an oracle 
of answers. The GI on Foreign Soil wants 
to know what his girl is up to, who she’s 
getting around with while he’s in the army; 
above all. he demands to know if she is 
faithful. This he thinks about more than 
anything else, except, of course. the possi- 
bility that he won’t come back. Eagerly. he 
studies her letters, probing between the 
lines. seeking for signs of a lessening of 
her affections. ... Any change in her atti- 
tude that might tell him she has acquired 
a new interest. He tries not to be suspi- 
cious. but there are so many things hap. 
pening at home to the love life of his buddy 
who isn’t doing too well in that department. 

At home in Wetumpka, the little girl or 
wife has long ago heard about those Japa- 
nese Geisha girls, the hot-blooded, passion- 
ate Oriental women of the Far East. doubt. 
lessly getting her cue from what she read 
in the “Arabian Nights” or something. If 
he’s in Europe. her mind might be troubled 
with visions of him getting around with the 
gay mademoiselles in Paris or with the 
man-starved females of West Germany. All 
this naturally adds up to explosive situa- 
tions. 

Your blues lyric has to tell the story of 
these people or the stories of other lovers 
trying to get at one another through the 
various barriers and fences you or the 
course of events have raised to keep them 
apart. This story is essentially one of reac- 
tion, you will find, and this involves what 
he’s going to do once he gets home again. 
His mind is full of vengeance if he finds 
out she did him wrong: full of plans and 
hope for the future if he is lonesome for 
her arms. Correspondingly. she looks for- 
ward to the day when he returns to give 
her the incentive to live in ever-present love 
once more. 

This is one theme. There’s another closer 
to the hit blues potential. 

Back in 1946, I overheard somebody in 
Harlem telling a girl not to roll her eyes at 
him. I got an idea about what a GI would 
say when he returned home to the little 
wife and found she had been careless with 
the allotment money he sent her. Here's 
how it came out, or at least, two stanzas of 
the highly successful Lionel Hampton re- 
cording on the Decca label, titled “Hamp’s 
Salty Blues.” 


3aby, don’t you roll your big eyes at me 
Baby, don’t you roll your big eyes at me 
Done spent up all my money— 

I’m salty as a cat can be. 


I bought you a pound of butter 
I bought you a pound of lard— 
All I got to show for it 
Is a penny postal card! 
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Baby, don’t you roll your big eyes at me 
Done spent up all my money— 
I’m salty as a cat can be. 


There are other stories you can tell in 
the blues that are decidedly naughty, if not 
downright pornographic. If you’re clever 
with your bedroom closeups or know how 
to arouse unseemly emotions in people with 
words that are not exactly naughty, you're 
also “in” on what they call a hit kick. This 
fantastic blues music empire is the least 
policed of all and the things the recording 
companies get away with will surprise you. 

So far, the worst that can happen to a 
recording of an outright lewd song—and 
there are hundreds of them put on wax 
each year—is to draw a ban for it from the 
disc jockey who often helps put it in the 
hit class. And often when he an- 
nounces he is not permitted to play such 
a song because it is on the station’s ver- 
boten list, he sends a parade of buyers to 
the nearest record stall to pick it up. 

Many might recall the popular song that 
came out a few years ago titled “The Half 
Fast Waltz.” The radio stations promptly 
turned thumbs down on it, but the song 
with the trick title was nevertheless played 
and sung in a lot of places and the record- 


very 


ings of it also made a lot of money. 

I had another idea that paid off. During 
the hectic 1920s I attended a Chicago house 
rent party that ended in a police raid on 
account of the bootleg whiskey that was 
sold at it. Only the piano player, a colorful 
individual named “Cripple Clarence” Lof- 
ten escaped the ride in the wagon. He had 
concealed himself by climbing up into a 
deep bay window and pulling the shade 
down in front of him. Years later, the lyric 
built on the incident came to me in this 


garb: 


They raided the joint 

Took everybody down but me 
They raided the joint 

Took everybody down but me 
I was over in the corner 

Just as drunk as I could be. 


Gee, it sure was funny, 

The best I ever saw-— 

They heard somebody knocking 
And in there walked the law; 


They raided the joint 

Took everybody down but me 
I was over in the corner 
Just as drunk as I could be. 


Following the Louis Jordan recording of 
“Raided the Joint” on Decca. came Hot 
Lips Page’s version on Continental. Helen 
Humes sang it on Mercury and there were 
five or six other recordings of the song on 
various labels. 

You can make your own decisions, but 
I know you don’t have to write lewd lyrics 
to corral a hit. Bessie Smith, immortal as 
the “Empress of the Blues,” the fabled Ma 
Rainey, Mamie Smith, Lonnie Johnson, 
Tampa Red, Jelly Roll Morton and Frankie 
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Halfpint) Jaxon, among innumerable 
thers in the old days, sang “dirty” or 
suggestive blues with all the stops out. 
obody made a serious effort to wash their 
suths with soap and some of their rec- 
rds are collector’s items. Today, you get 
dose of the same thing from a brand-new 
rop of blues shouters whose abilities to 
ake hits out of this type of lyric has long 
» placed them in the Long Island station 
igon set. 
After you’ve written your blues lyric, got 
irself a piece of, as they say, “merchan- 
’ it’s up to you to see that it’s flavored 
th humor or sorrow, pathos or satire, 
rds that pack emotional punch and, at 
same time. lend themselves best to 
ythmic smoothness. Upon this phase of 
composing a blues hit that might 
entually bring you a royalty check pay- 
f up to $10,000, depends its sales appeal. 
At this stage, you don’t need to worry at 
|| about the music unless you are a musi- 
familiar with blues patterns. Even if 
are, the best advice is to forget any 
a of becoming a Gershwin unless you 
nt to wind up in a graveyard of head- 


A 


\lost blues tunes are in what publishers, 
ording company executives, songwriters, 
the Law regard as the “Public Do- 
in.”’ By this is meant that no one indi- 
lual or publishing concern owns the right 
the tune. That is why the average blues 
lody—and there are not less than a thou- 
| new blues recorded annually—sounds 
icturally familiar. The pattern is.almost 
iriably the same—two similar eight-bar 
played against a climax chorus of 
ame musical length. You fird the 
itions mainly in the tempo. Some blues 

1 slow beat; others are fast, some are 

-y in rhythm with “stop time” plenti- 
nterspersed for impact and sales ap- 


example of this can be illustrated 
a verse in “Hamp’s Salty Blues.” 





[ bought you a pound of butter 
[ bought you a pound of lard— 
All I got to show for it 


Is a penny postal card. 


This is sung at an accelerated tempo and 


the song falls back into its normal 


[tll pay you to let the singer or band- 
ler worry about the music. (By this 
you have made a contact and are 
the rounds with your baby.) In 
you'll have, in most cases. to give him 
job exclusively of writing the music 
iuse when the record comes out, it'll 
both your names on the label anyhow 
he composers. So you’d just as well 
him do some additional work for the 
| lf’ money he’s going to get. Your main 
mn in the deal is to provide a suitable 
words for him to dress with fitting 
Here, again, you don’t need a bro- 
He knows exactly what he is doing 
he’s really interested, you’re both in 
r some fast coin. 


Incidentally, and as a word of caution, 
if your lyric is similar to the 32-bar Blues 
In The Night, Birth Of The Blues type of 
song, you don’t need to get tangled up with 
the blues I’m talking about. Yours is an- 
other problem not under discussion here. 

Another thing: you do not need to knock 
for years at the door of some big name Tin 
Alley publishing company to get your tune 
placed. That’s the wrong way in a lot of 
instances to go about it. And there’s no 
need for you to belong to ASCAP—the 
American Society of Composers, Authors 
and Publishers—. nor have membership in 
BMI—that’s Broadcast Music, Incorpo- 
rated, although you’re in King’s Row if 
you do. A majority of publishing compa- 
nies are already licensed by ASCAP or its 
rival, BMI, and there’s no requirement that 
you get mixed up in their squabbling. You 
are operating in a highly specialized field. 
Act like you know it. 

Your blues singer or bandleader—which- 
ever is your angel—will do the actual plac- 
ing of the song and it'll be a concession you 
must make to him for doing your tune. He 
already has a tieup of some kind (usually 
through his personal manager or booking 
agent) with a music publisher who has an 
agreement with the recording company. If 
the singer or maestro is big time, he might 
own his own publishing concern. Some- 
times the publisher is an affiliate of the 
diskery and all songs it records automati- 
cally are turned over to the publisher. 

The singer or leader will also get an 
“advance” against the royalties. This 
sometimes amounts to as much as $500. but 
more likely $200, if the tune sounds like a 
hit. He will split this money with you and 
there will be more to come on the regular 
royalty payment dates. My advice: unless 
you are broke and your rent is due tomor- 
row, don’t take an “advance.” You'll have 
far more if you let your money come out 
“clean” of any prior considerations. 

Of course, you might get gypped good 
somewhere in the deal unless you are a 
lawyer or take one in with you when it’s 
time to read the small print. But that is 
the quickest way to return to your laundry 
tub or insurance route because few of the 
recording outfits and bandleaders are go- 
ing to get involved in a big hassle concern- 
ing a song about which none of you knows 
a thing as yet. 

That is why you need not bother too 
much about which company is going to 
wax your song. In most cases it won’t be 
one of the big oufits like Columbia. RCA- 
Victor, Decca, MGM. Capitol or Mercury. 
While these companies handle plenty of 
blues songs in their rhythm and blues de- 
partments, they put the big push behind 
the “pop” recordings of Como. Crosby, Ella 
Fitzgerald, Frankie Laine, Sarah Vaughan, 
Jo Stafford, Billy Eckstine, Rosemary 


Clooney, Nat Cole, Dinah Shore, Patti 
Page, Eddie Fisher and Joni James. These 
singers don’t sing the blues of the kind 
we're talking about. 

There’s just as good a chance of your 
making money with any or all of the small 


or fly-by-night outfits your bandleading 
sponsor is working with. Some of them 


are thriving independents; others tape 
bootleg sessions in your living room or in 
rehearsal halls late at night when the mu. 
sicians’ union delegate isn’t around. 

Your best bet is to look up some inde. 
pendent, little-publicized label, if you're 
doing this on your own, and then study the 
work of the artists it records. There are 
a lot of these companies and many of them 
are good for several hundred dollars on aq 
blues song which has fair sales _possibil- 
ities. 

While new companies are springing up 
almost every day, you won’t go wrong with 
Atlantic, Aladdin, King, its affiliate, Fed. 
eral; Chess and Checker; Modern, Im. 
perial, Veejay, Peacock, Chance, Derby, 
Dot. RPM, United, Jubilee, States, Meteor, 
Hi-Lo, Swing Time, Class, Ember, Ebony, 
tama. Triple-A, or Sittin’ In. (You can do 
your chasing around to track down their 
addresses. ) 

Remember: The record makes the com- 
pany; not the company the record. There 
are quite a few one-record firms that have 
gone on to financial stability and stature 
in the field. The same is true of the bands 
and singers. Unknowns have become na- 
tionally famous overnight based on the 
sudden popularity of just one recording. 
Frankly, I won’t take the responsibility of 
telling you which company is best for your 
purposes, 

Now that you have written your Upset 
Blues or whatever you title it, and have 
some sort of an idea of the recording com- 
pany you would prefer to do business with, 
your greatest session of head-scratching is 
over which singer and band will make it 
into a hit. It takes a combination of both 
to do this. Sometimes the bandleader sings 
a terrific blues himself, but most often a 
true and tried singer will have to be roped 
in, 

On this account, you’ll have to do your 
shopping for a singer in the honky-tonk 
sectors of your town or the nearest city 
where they can be found. Your task now is 
to find one out of the ten thousand and one 
blues singers in the United States to sing 
your masterpiece. Negroes have a strangle- 
hold on singing this peculiar type of music. 
You might be lucky and get a Dinah Wash- 
ington to do your song, but you'll find she’s 
a big name $100.000-a-year Mercury re: 
cording artist and not too easy to get to. 
The same situation will make it difficult to 
catch the ear of a Ruth Brown or others of 
the topflight blues singers under contract 
to the big recording companies. 

There is another aspect to this that you 
might hang right now on the hatrack of 
your mind: Nat (King) Cole, Billy Eck- 
stine. Sarah Vaughan and Ella Fitzgerald 
—the “Big Four” among Negro singers. 
do not sing the blues. Cole, for years 4 
best seller on wax, dropped the blues by 
the wayside after Paper Moon and Nature 
Boy skyrocketed him to the top. Eckstine 
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him big box office in his early days. 


Vaughan and Fitzgerald are stylists and 
would sound unduly odd singing the blues 
the way they would have to sing them to 
make them sell. 

No, you've got to prowl around among a 
far-flung colony of expert “bluicians” and 
pianists who operate under such names as 


“The 


“Muddy Waters,” “Memphis Slim,” 
Howling Wolf,” “Gatemouth” Moore and 


“Ivory Joe” Hunter. 
“Cousin Joe,” “Rev. 


“Gatemouth” Brown, 


“Big Joe” Turner, 


Stringbeans,” “T-Bone” Walker, “Little 
Caesar,” “Little Walter,” “Little Esther,” 
“Little Miss Cornshucks,” “Little Miss 


eye soil “I ittle Sylvia,” “Big May- 


? Crayton, “Fats Domino,” 


belle,” “Peewee’ 

lly (Mr. Blues) Harris and Grant 
(Mr. Blues) Jones; “Sunnyland Slim,” 
“Rocket 88” Brinston, “H-Bomb” Fergu- 


Williams, 
“Tampa Red,” “Pi- 


son, “Sonny Boy” “Peppermint” 


Harris, “Smoky Hogg,” 


ano Red,” “Mr. Sad Head.” “Mr. Clean- 
head,” “King Pleasure,” “Mr. Broom- 


duster” or the distinguished new shoute1 
of the blues, “Lima Beans.” 

If it’s one of the popular quartets you'd 
prefer, you have an assortment to look up. 
There’s the “bird” This 
the wonderful “Ravens,” the sensational 
“Orioles,” the “Cardinals.” the “Flamin- 
goes,” the “Crickets.” Then 
colorfully titled groups as the “Clovers,” 
the “Five Royales,” the “Four Blazes,” the 
“Dominoes,” the “Cats ’n’ Fiddle,” the 
“Big Four” and the Sonny Thompson outfit 
with Lula Reid. 

These groups along with several others 


group. includes 


come such 


can turn your song into a hit, providing it 
has something in it that says something. 
Additionally, 
call a “gimmick.” 
erant Chicago blues shouter and 
parlayed “What did I do to make you 
ma-a-a-d, this time, Ba-a-a-a-b-y?” 
14-week Rhythm Blues Hit 
record-breaker with his “I Don’t 
answers to “I 


it requires what songwriters 
Willie Mabon, an itin- 


pianist, 


into a 
Parade 
Know.” 
Don’t 


princi- 


and 


Subsequently, some 
Know” came up on various sides, 
pally “Yes, I Know,” by 
known, Linda Hayes in Los Angeles, 
Edna McGranery in Chicago. The Mabon 
“I Don’t Know” was on Chess as was the 
“Yes, I Know” by the Me( 
But Mabon owns both versions. 
Linda Hayes 


an hitherto un- 
and 


yranery girl. 
although 
composed the original an- 


swer. 
Another gimmick that is paying off heav- 
ily, is Chicago blues shouter Eddie Boyd’s 


loud- 
back- 


ground to emphasize this story of a guy 


“Twenty Four Hours” which has a 


ticking metronome in the musical 
waiting in great loneliness for his woman 


to return. Sometimes a blues singer will 
turn an ordinary blues lyric into a blazing 
success mainly because of the intensity and 
fervor with which he reads the words. Cer- 
tainly, a recent blues hit, “Mama, He 
Treats Your Daughter Mean 
lantic Records by Ruth Brown, is a case 
in point. 


brate with the emotion she injects into her 


” 
.’ sung on At- 


The very walls of the room vi- 


interpretation of a “mistreatin’ papa” when 
the platter comes up on a jukebox. 

The very next time you see placards 
around your town heralding the one-night 
dancehall or night club appearance of any 
of the make 
a bee-line for it, making sure you have your 
After you have clawed 


blues singers mentioned here, 


lyric in your pocket. 
your way through the milling autograph 
seekers and fans to the 
if you can get his ear. Let him read your 
lyric. Ask him if he likes it well enough 
to make a record of it. 

Nine you'll catch him 
when he’s feverishly racking his own brain 
for an idea for a follow-up to his latest hit. 
He'll snatch yours as quick as you stick it 
under his nose if he smells any merit in it. 

But don’t be too trusting. If you haven’t 
had it copyrighted at the Library of Con- 
gress, be sure you took the precaution of 
making a duplicate copy of your lyric with 
your 
and 
tered via special delivery. 


singer’s side, see 


times out of ten. 


name and address on the envelope 


which you mailed to yourself regis- 

Don’t ever open it until you hear some- 
body singing your words whom you didn’t 
to do it. Even then, 
don’t open your precious package. Let your 


THE END 


give permission you 


lawyer tell you when. 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 16) 


and for the rest of your life. 


We all 
people to like us, 


needs. We 


us and to: 


have certain social 


want to trust 


accept us in their groups. The way to 


achieve your social goals is to learn 


through experience how to get along with 
people. Take Lola Dennings. 
Lola is a very pretty girl, but no one seems 
to be 
fully shy. 
into a conversation with her 
was difficult to talk to. Clearly she wasn’t 
capable of taking her place in any social 
group. Dorothy. her best girl friend, was 
finally able to convince her that she should 
associate with people to cure her shyness. 
local “Y” 


games and 


for example 
aware of this because she is so pain- 
Girls and boys avoided getting 
because she 


She persuaded her to join a 


group for social recreational 
parties, and from then on out it was up to 
Lola. Her social graces began to develop 
and eventually she able 
to meet people and hold her weight of the 
It took a little while for her 
but with gentle 


from the 


was successfully 


conversation. 
to assert her personality, 
prodding helpful 
head counselor she was able to become a 
personable 
delightful company. She 
hours to work for 


and advice 


young lady and consequently 


was putting her 
leisure her and finding 


the fun just as joyful were she at home 


alone, or gossiping on the phone. 
Your leisure can be a great boon to 
your social development. Whether your 


hobby is ceramics, social clubs, informal 
baseball, the friends you 
activities give you the 


gatherings or 
meet through these 
opportunity to deal with people in a situa- 
tion that you enjoy. 
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God u WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Leve or 
Family Troubles? Are you Worried about someone 
dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drinking too 
Much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy—Discour- 
aged? Would you like to have more Happiness, Suc- 
cess and ‘‘Good Fortune’’ in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that 
is helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and 
joy! Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this re- 
markable NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of 
happiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear frie You will surely bless this 
day—so piease don’t delay! Just clip this Message 
now and mail with your name, address & 3¢ stamp 
to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5203, Noroton, 
Conn. We will rush this wonderful NEW Message of 
PRAYER and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely 
FREE! 
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F R E E With Each Order of 4 or More 


{ RECORD (our choice) 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 


1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
|] HANDS OFF—Jay McShann........... 


| TUITT! FRUITTI—Little Richard. $9 
COME HOME—Bubber Johnson. .89 
FEEL SO GOOD—Shirley & Lee. vedas eo 89 
| DON’T KNOW—Keynotes..............- .89 
SEVEN DAYS—Drifters...........ccccece .89 
| WANT TO DO MORE—Ruth Brown...... -89 
LL BE HOME—Flamingoes............. .89 
THE GREAT PRETENDER—Platters...... .89 
Fe re INE 650.0: s.010 6 o:0-0.nin 00:0 Slee -89 
HOUSE PARTY—Amos Millburn.......... -89 
CHICKEN & THE HAWK—Joe Turner..... .89 


NO NIGHTS BY MYSELF 
—Sonny Boy Williamson .89 
COME ON—Smiley Lewis...............+. .89 
SUGAR SWEET—Muddy Waters.......... Z 
]) CRYING WON’T HELP YOU—B. B. King.. .89 
EVERYBODY’S GOT A HOME BUT ME 
—Roy Hamilton .89 


| NEED YOUR LOVE SO BAD 
Little Willie John .89 


SEVENTH SON—Willie Mabon............ -89 
POOR ME—Fats Domino................. -89 
GOTTA GO HOME—Gene & Eunice........ .89 
WOKE UP SCREAMIN’—Bobby B. Bland.. .89 
~| PLAY IT FAIR—LaVerne Baker.......... .89 
] WITHOUT A SONG—Roy Hamilton........ .89 
ONLY YOU—The Platters............0- .89 
TOO LATE—Little Walter...........c.006 .89 
1 WITCHCRAFT—Spiders ........ccccccocs 89 
ADORABLE—Colts .......... .89 





THIRTY DAYS—Chuck Berry...........+. -89 


DON’T START ME TALKIN’ 
—Sonny Boy Williamson = 
9 


BLACKJACK—Ray Charles ............6. ¢ 
GOOD ROCKIN’ DADDY—Etta James...... .89 
ALL BY MYSELF—Fats Domino.......... -89 


TEN LONG YEARS—B. B. King.......... .89 
THOSE LONELY LONELY NIGHTS 

—E. King * 

9 


| KNOW | WAS WRONG—Barons......... é 

WALKIN’ THE BLUES—Jack Dupree..... .89 

ALL AROUND THE WORLD—Willie John. .89 
89 





HIDE AND SEEK—Joe Turner............ P 
AT MY FRONT DOOR—El Dorados....... .89 
MAYBELLENE—Chuck Berry ............ .89 
ANYMORE—Johnny Ace ................. -89 
DON’T TAKE IT SO HARD—FEarl King.... .89 
MANISH BOY—Muddy Waters............ .89 
IT’S LOVE BABY—Louise Brooks........ .89 
[) A FOOL FOR YOU—Ray Charles.......... .89 
FILM FLAM—Gene & Eunice............. .89 
| HEAR YOU KNOCKIN’—Smiley Lewis... .89 
AIN’T IT A SHAME—Fats Domino.....:.. -89 
| SHUT YOUR MOUTH—RB. B. King........ .89 
) ?VE GOT A WOMAN—Ray Charles....... -89 
PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace....... .89 
JUMP WITH YOU BABY-—B. B. King..... .89 
| WANT TO BE LOVED—Muddy Waters... .89 
YOU DON’T HAVE TO GO—Jimmy Reed... .89 
MY BABE—Little Walter................. .89 
LOVING YOU—Lowell Fulson.... .89 
YOU UPSET ME BABY—B. B. Ki .89 
NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace........ -89 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace...... .89 


SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace. .89 
89 






















CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace......... é 
ON THE JUDGEMENT DAY—Nightingales...... .89 
RAIN IN JERUSALEM—Davis Sisters........... .89 
You Must Be Born Again—Gospel Harmonettes... .89 
HE’LL UNDERSTAND—Davis Sisters..... . 
Will The Lord Be With Me—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
Wash You Whiter Than Snow—Prof. Alex Bradford .89 
TWELVE GATES TO CITY—Davis Sisters....... -89 
HIDE ME—Edna Gallmon Cooke................ .89 
NEARER TO THEE—Soul Stirrers.............. .89 
SINNER SIN NO MORE—Dixie Humming Bi: rds. 
Since Jesus Changed This Heart—-Bells of J 4 
iT MUST BE JESUS—Southern Tones.... -89 
HE LIFTED ME—Prof. Alex Bradford. .89 
PRAYER WHEEL—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
GOIN’ ON WITH JE Nightingales. -89 
TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—l’rof. A. Bradford.. : 739 
LORD, LORD, LORD—Prof. A. Bradford........ -89 
MARCHING TO ZION—Davis Sisters............ -89 
THE BALL GAME-—Sister J. M. Renfro......... -89 
LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet....... .89 
Let’s Go To The Program—Dixie Hummi -89 
SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet......... .89 
WONDER WILL 1 EVER REST—M. Jackson.... .89 
WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Five Blind Boys. .89 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING—Bells of Joy........ 89 
| WAS PRAYING—Five Blind Boys pisgheres os 

IN THE UPPER RO c 

COME IN THE OON 

WORLD PRAYE 

OLD SHIP OF 2 

LET’S TALK ABOU 

OUR FATHER 

SURELY GOD 

JESUS GAVE M A 

MILKY WHITE WAY—Trumpeteers............. .89 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers........ eovcee . 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers......ccseces 89 
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On The Records 
(Continued from Page 19) 


going right ahead with presenting him on 
recordings. The label just recently released 
a new LP album by the keyboarder with 
Richard Davis assisting him on bass. Called 
“Piano Perspectives,” it has Shirley play- 
ing around with some quiet sounds and 
uncanny contrapuntal devices on nine old 
favorites (Someone To Watch Over Me, 
Love For Sale, Blue Moon, How High The 
Moon, I Can’t Get Started With You, I 
Can’t Give You Anything But Love, | Let 
A Song Go Out Of My Heart, Makin’ 
Whoopee and Lullabye Of Birdland). Ca- 
dence expects the collection to score a hit 
with fans and to make Shirley a really big 
performer on popular recordings. 

Parrot has as much faith in Ahmad Ja- 
mal’s future as Cadence has in Shirley’s. 
Jamal is less the classicist and more the 
jazzman than Shirley and consequently his 
music outswings Don’s. Describing Ja- 
mal’s style, one writer dubbed it “fluent 
and tasty.” 

Jamal impresses critics as a performer 
who strives always for the fresh way of 
saying things on piano. As a result, his ex- 
pressions rarely fall into the pattern of 
over-worked phrasing and he frequently 
comes up with something unusual. He 
plays, it seems, to be more artistic than 
commercial. which is a rarity in popular 
music today. 

Jamal likes to embroider his offerings 
with pretty, lingering phrases at the intro 
and coda of melodies. Playing with a deli- 
cate touch, he nonetheless has a robustful 
drive and can swing with the vigor of a 
Tatum or Peterson. What he plays usually 
is catchy enough to excite listeners to pat 
their feet merrily to the music. 

Ahmad’s most publicized release on Par- 
rot to date couples But Not For Me and 
Seleritus. Pressed in January 1954. it had 
the piano star flanked by bassist Richard 
Davis (mentioned elsewhere here with Don 
Shirley) and guitarist Ray Crawford. The 
release has been enthusiastically received 
generally and has caused several pundits 
to predict great things for Jamal in the 
future. 











Hampton Hawes 
(Continued from Page 23) 


when he’s straight, 
He gets a 


not consistent. But 
there’s nobody can touch him. 
sound like a horn.” 

Of Peterson, he has said: 

*He’s in a class with the greats.” 

Hamp believes that the late alto saxist, 
Charley Parker, was “a genius.” 

A lover of classical music. Hamp is a 
serious artist. Although in his playing he 
likes to make a theme clear to his audience 
then take off “for the races,” he never takes 
his music lightly. He says: “Jazz is the 
music I feel in my soul and its always got 
to swing—hard.” 


Don’t Poison 


Your Child 
(Continued from Page 40) 


place any non-food substance in familiar 
containers and then leave them accessible, 
It’s a standing invitation to trouble. 

Fortunately in none of the cases I’ve men. 
tioned did the children suffer permanent 
damage for their adventures, but the sto- 
ries might not have had such happy end. 
ings. 

From the time a baby begins to crawl 
and toddle around the house he is fair bait 
for poisons. Everything goes into his 
mouth, from buttons, coins, peas, spoons 
and blocks to toxic compounds that can 
bring death. Since mothers are busy and 
can’t watch little Johnny or Joan every 
minute, it should be a cardinal rule 
every household that silver and furniture 
polishes. scouring powders, bleaches, am- 
monia, insect sprays, toilet disinfectants. 
moth balls, as well as medicines be placed 
out of reach in locked cupboards. 

The lock is a safeguard because curious 
children can and will climb on chairs and 
to investigate the secrets behind 
closed doors. Curiosity is one of a child’s 
main tools for learning. but it is also po- 
tentially dangerous. 

I suggest that lye not be in the house at 
all. Then the problem of what to do if the 
child gets it will not come up. Lye when 
swallowed causes burns in the mouth and 
throat that are most often fatal. 

The “do it yourself” craze is responsible 
for the increase in lead poisoning in chil- 
dren. Too many children’s beds are being 
repainted with non-lead free paints. If you 
plan to refinish your baby’s furniture make 
sure the paint you use is lead-free. Teeth- 
ing youngsters will chew the wood. New 
furniture is almost always quite safe. 

In the event that your child does get some 
poisonous substance, quick calm action on 
your part may be the difference in life and 
death, or even disfigurement. 

Remain controlled, try not to frighten 
the child. and find out exactly what he has 
taken. Then call the doctor or the hospital. 

If the doctor cannot come immediately. 
take the child to the nearest hospital. They 
have the necessary equipment for stomach 
flushing, antidotes and oxygen if necessary. 

Meanwhile, give him milk or hot salt 
water to induce vomiting. Tickle the back 
of his throat with your finger to stimulate 
vomiting. 

Time is very important as once certain 
poisons are absorbed into the child’s sys 
tem, there is very little a physician can do. 

My heart sinks every time I hear a hys 
terical mother’s voice on the telephone say- 
ing. “Doctor, my baby has just swallowed 
something. . What shall I do?” Try 
never to be that mother, yourself. 
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Hollywood 


To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


search. He lectured on “Jazz” for Prof. 
Marshall Stearns who is conducting a 


course on that subject. 


Carmen McRae is another top art- 
ist whose secret ambition is to per- 
form with the Basie gang. She al- 
ways joins Joe Williams whenever 
they manage to be in the same 
town at the same time. 


They’re still talking about that gala bon 
voyage party singer Ann Lewis threw for 
jazz pianist Sammy Price on the eve of his 
sailing for an 8-month tour of Europe. 
Buck Clayton, Miles Davis, Sam “The 
Man” Taylor, Bonnemere, and just about 
musician in town 
In fact, 


every showed to wish 
Sammy luck. 


but Sammy. 


everyone showed... 


Roger Simon, ex-personal hair- 
dresser to Champ Sugar Ray, flew 
in from Hollywood to head a staff 
of expert stylists at the new Shali- 
mar by Randolph Barber Salon, 
swankiest tonsorial for men on the 


East Coast. 


Ella Fitzgerald stopped off in Detroit be- 
tween shows to personally supervise the 
mixing of colors for her new specially built 
$10.000 Lincoln Continental Mark II. 

Fan Clubs of The Turbans, Hindu 
geared rock ’n rollers, got together 
and gifting the singing 
with colorful silk turbans imported 
from India, with real diamond and 
ruby pendants. 


are group 


The beautiful Lena Horne has withdrawn 
“Queen of 
got tired of 


from the Broadway production 
Sheba.” 


waiting for the show to go on. 


Seems as though she 


During one of his recent inter- 
Louis Armstrong was asked: 
“Satch, will you go to Russia?” “I’m 
rushing in there as fast as they’ll 
send me!” Satchmo declared. When 


views 


he returns Stateside Louis will join 
Bing Crosby and Frank Sinatra at 
MGM to make a new musical titled 
“High Society.” Plan is to 
Satchmo narrate the prolog and epi- 


have 


log in his own colorful language. 


Sidney (Blackboard Jungle) Poitier’s 
performance in the TV drama “A Man Is 
Ten Feet Tall” won for him an award of 
“Best Performance by an Actor on TV dur- 
ing 1955.” 

Sax man Sonny Stitt is looking around 
to form a new quartet. 








Wm. J. Brandt's 


LIQUID 


GRAY HAIRS need worry you no more 


HAIR COLORER 





(WILL NOT TURN HAIR REDDISH | 








just a uniform color, if properly applied. 


to advantage. 


Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. No pack. No mess. 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save fime and money! No one will suspect 


your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 


IT WILL NOT RUB OFFi 1 stays on several months. Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, per- 
manent waving, curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no 
matter how stubborn or how caused. BLACK stays BLACK. All colors stay put. 


WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. You can put it on just where needed. Can be used 


ever other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna 


DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. 
English and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 
Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. (in ordering, please state color desired.) Price per 
box $3 cash with order or $3.45 COD (Including Federal Tax.) Order thru your Dept. Store, Drug- 


Full directions in each box in 


gist or direct 





HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. T-3 
112 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


from us. Your 
Money Back if 
Not Entirely Sat- 
isfled. 





Cut this ad out now and save for future reference. 
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IF you suffer pain and misery of Varicose Ulcers 
or Ope n Leg Sores, send away at a for Ae } 
Booklet “THE LIEPE METHODS FOR HOMIE SE. 
Tells all about this 60-year-old method, aaa be en- 
dorsed by thousands. Liepe ethods, Dept. 69-C 
3250 N. Green Bay Ave., Milwaukee 12, Wisconsin 


MAKE MONEY -Spare Time-Full Time! 
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Sell RETAIL... 
DRESSES e Children’s Wear e Family Apparel 


ness for yourself with 
world-famous line of Ss Cc HILDREN’S WEAR, 
FAMILY WE ARING APPAREL. Latest styles of nylon, 
wools, rayons, orlon and sparkling cottons. Huge selec- 
tion. All sizes. Made in our own big factories. 


Make as Much as $30.00 in a Day 
Low wholesale prices enable you to offer splendid, com- 
petitive values. Managers, party plan sty s, all make 
more money because you buy at wholesale, sell at retail 
FREE BIG OUTFIT! WITH ACTUAL FABRICS 

Thrilling Sales Kit in full 
colors with actual fabrics gets business for you auto- 
matically. No stock to carry. No investment in samples 
Send your name and address now for Outfit—it’s FREE 


C.E. ISRAEL, Dept. R-3717, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 





Brand new plan ¢ 


















GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
may be using mysterious 
yea sod This is your chance 

© learn and use Secrets of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that. oven bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN 
10-DAY TRIAL—Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only $2 plus postage = your 
postman. (Or send $2 with order to save C.O.D. and post- 
age.) Use for 10 days. I positively GUARANTEE that 
you will be more than delighted or your‘ money back 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-A, New York 16 
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haar in fabulous Se. America, The Islands, Africa, 

U - A., or other foreign countries. All Trades, 

item Clerical, Drivers, Mechanics, Engineers, ete. 

Many benefits. Tax-free earnings. Chance to travel. 

Fare paid if hired. Make and save a fortune. 

Application forms. Opportunities for women also. 
For free information Write Dept. 7 6 H 
NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 

1020 Broad, Newark, N. J. 








Amazing ! 
FLOWING 







SORE, ITCHING 
SCALP 
RELIEVED 

OVERNIGHT! 






CHECKS FALLING HAIR! 
Feeds dry, thirsty vitamin-starved hair and 
scalp! Eases dandruff, itching irritations 
with very first application—or your money 
back! Long-Aid’s Flowing Hot Oil feeds 
your vitamin-starved scalp with rich Vita- 
min A it needs to feel clean, healthy again! 
Relieves dryness, checks falling hair with 
nature's lanolin. Specially compounded for 
sore, itching scalp . short,, thin hair. 
Simply apply with cotton and massage into 
scalp. For best results heat before using. 
Leave on overnight; actually see and feel 
amazing difference in your hair—or money 
back! Send coupon now for Long-Aid Flow- 
ing Hot Oil, $1.10, Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn. 


= a sMAIL NO-RISK COUPON NOW, ox ay 








‘ LONG-AID CO., DEPT. TH-1 
Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn. J 
Rush me Long-Aid's Flowing Hot O11 right away! a 
oO I enclose $1.00 plus 10c Fed. tax (cash, check 
i or Money Order.) Company pays postage. Save 
Money—Send Cash! 
BC Send 'C.0-D. 1 wilt pay postman $1.10 on de- iu 
livery, plus postage and C.O.D. charges e 
NAME.....c0scccce-ccoccccccccee oo g 
ADDRESS........- e 
CITY. OO ee ¥ 
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HAPPY AGENTS COIN 


i 
MONEY 


TAKING 
ORDERS 


for 


SWEET 
GEORGIA 
BROWN 


BEAUTY 
PRODUCTS 


BIG 


SAMPLE CASE 


-~ 
» 


FREE SAMPLES AND FREE GIFTS OFFER 
Be our Agent. Make Big Money! Sell Sweet ~ § 
Georgia Brown Hair Dressing, Beauty Goods, > 


urios, Incense. Get Big Agents Outfit and 
valuable Premium Free offersand FREE 


x 
> 
\ 2 


Samples of Sweet Georgia Brown ~~ 


Hair Dressing, Face Powder and In- 

ise. Easy work, full or spare time. 

! Hurry! Send your name 

SEND QUICK! and address for FREE 

les, FREE Catalog and Big Money 
Making proposition. Write today! 

VALMOR PRODUCTS CO., Dept. T-387 

2451 S. Michigan Ave. Chicago 16, Ill, 
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Write For Special 
Agent’s Rates Today.... 


JOHNSON PUBLISHING CO. INC. 
820 S. MICHIGAN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 











BUST LOTION 


This amazing compounded 
preparation is a wonderful aid 
to develop bosom beauty. Why 
be ashamed to wear today’s 
attractive creations when you 
can help your natural body 
development with Donna Lee's 
estrogenic lotion, which con- 
tains the necessary unitage of 
hormones. This beauty aid 
contains plus benefits which 
science believes can benefit 
tired wrinkled skin, through 
absorption. If you crave nat- 
ural beauty, order Donna Lee 
estrogenic lotion. If you are 
not delighted with results, our 
unconditional guarantee will 
bring you a prompt refund. 
x Send $3.00 in cash, or money. 
order for the two ounce size or $5.00 for the four ounce size. 


DONNA LEE CO., 31 West 47th St. N. Y. 36, N. ¥. Dept. TC-3. 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? lower to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you intorma- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you 
more masterful and exert greater influence, You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMME- 
DIATELY REFUNDED. Just send your name and 
address. Pay on delivery $2.00 plus tag r send 
$2.00 cash or money order and I wi 
FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-K 


125 BROAD ST., NEW YORK 4, N. Y. 
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Billy 
Daniels 


(Continued from Page 31) 


moral. 

The effect of the Billy Daniels person- 
ality does not. like that of most popular 
crooners. have its greatest impact on the 
bobby-sox set. nor does it claim the loyalty 
of the army of matronly women who have 
chosen pianist Liberace as their candle-lit 
idol. Instead, Billy’s constituents are the 
women who are old enough to really know 
what life is all about. and still young 
enough to do something about it. Ofttimes, 
the wrong place is chosen as the right time 
for that “something” to be done. For ex- 
ample. Billy was closing out an engage- 
ment at a Long Island club one night with 
his own voleanic version of All Of Me. Just 
as he reached the song’s climax. a mink- 
clad, bejewelled woman sitting at ringside 
suddenly stood up, spread her arms open 
wide. and stalked toward Daniels, shriek- 
ing: “Take me, Billy, take me! I’m com- 
ing.” Stunned, Billy stopped singing then 
and there. Explained he later: “I just had 
to quit after that. I couldn’t cap that line.” 

It’s always been like that with Billy. 
Even on his honeymoon to the Bahamas in 
1950 with Martha Braun a married woman 
aboard ship tossed a good line—consider- 
ing the occasion—at Billy. “Could you 
manage to get away for a while?” she 
purred. Snapped Martha afterwards: “It 
was obscenely obvious what she wanted to 
get away for.” 

And so it goes with Billy Daniels. whose 
charms may be summed up as: 1) his inti- 
mate singing style; 2) his good looks; 3) 
his wealth: 4) his polished, man-of-the- 
world manner. and 5) other possible tal- 
ents which must be left to the individual 
imagination. 

What charms does Billy find in the ex- 
governess of his youngsters, now the third 
woman to make him her husband? Says ~ 
Billy, with a British-like tone of conservas 7 
tism: “The children liked her, and s0 
did I.” 





Etiquette 
( Continued from Page 39) 


goes first, extends his hand to help the ladys 
He also steps first into a small boat 
steady it and to assist his companion, if 
necessary. To be sure, the modern, activé 
woman needs little assistance in gettin 

about. but a gentleman should be in a pose 
tion to help her, and he should remembé 
that acts of courtesy and gestures of 
thoughtfulness add that extra seductiv€ 
touch which women deeply appreciate ang 


never forget. 








